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T.. HE lives of literary men are e generally bs little 
employed in the buſtle of the world, that their cha- 


racters are perhaps more properly debe from 7 
the nature of their compoſitions, than from any 
obſervations of their conduct. The preſent ſubject, 
however, of our biographic notice has mixed fo 
"much wich mankind, and h has been diſtinguiſhed for 
ſuch an extenſive intercourſe with the various con - 
di tions of human life, that nothing oO the uſual bar- 
rea uniformity of ierary purſuits ; 18 to be deemed 


deſcrip. 
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viii ] 
deſcriptive of his career ; though indeed it muſt be 


acknowledged that all repreſentations of i it, not fur- 
niſhed by himſelf, muſt neceſſarily be conſidered : as. 


: partial and Inadequate. 


Tur gentleman then who has figured in the Po- 
etical World under the appellation of PeT:z Pix- 
: DAR, in reality bears the name of W Le- ar, and 85 
is deſcended from a reſpectable family 1 in Devon- 

ſhire. He was bred to the ſtudy of phyſi ic, and 
praQiſed ſome time with ſucceſs i in Cornwall; but . 
notwithſtanding that he applied himſelf very ſeri- 
ouſly to his profeſſion, a genius like his could not : 
be reſtrained within the dull limits of formal buſi- 
neſs; he was therefore found frequently addreſſing | 
the ladies of Helicon. In this county he formed a 
connection with the late Sir William Trelawny, and 
followed his fortunes to Jamaica, of which iſland D 
he was made Governor during the Adminiſtration 
of Lord Shelburne. At this place we find the Doc. 


: tor at the ſummit of medical elevation, by being 


appointed | 


E 1 
appointed Phyſician General to the Illand, enjoy 
ing and enjoyed by the lively Inhabitants. If we 
do not miſtake, the DoQor, during his reſidence 


in this Iſland, was induced to enter into the clerical 


function, on a proſpect of important preferment: 


| but being diſappointed, he relinquiſhed the profeſ- 


fion of a divine before he departed for England, : 
and has never fince reſumed it. This circumſtance 
of his life we underſtand honeſt Peter has always 


been unwilling to acknowledge; ; but as impartial 


| Biographers, we think it our duty to reveal it to 


our readers. On his return to England he re · 
aſſumed and purſued his original profeſſion for ſeve- 
Z ral years; but chuſing, as it is ſaid he often has 
py 5 wilely declared, rather to live happy on one guinea 5 
than miſerable on zen, he quitted the gloomy cham · 


bers of ſickneſz for the- chearful region of Parnaſ- 


ſus. It is needleſs to obſerve what opportunity of 
= penetrating into the character, and obſerving the 
5 weakneſs of human nature, the Doctor muſt have 
derived from his profeſſion z and how far this might = 


A . tend 
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. the ample field of the Metropolis.— 


* | 


tend to aſſiſt him in his poetical purſuits. The 


Doctor's attachment to poetry, however, at laſt ob- 
tained ſuch an aſcendency over him, that though 
tis repute as a phyſician was very high in his native 
county, and conſequently productive of conſidera- 
ble emolument, he found it impoſſible to extinguiſh 


the poetic fervor: and as the confined ſphere in 


which he moved in Cornwall could not afford ſuf- 


ficient materials to exerciſe, or ſufficient entertain- 


ment to gratify a genius like his, he entirely relin- 


quiſhed his medical profeſſion, and commenced his 


literary career in a place more adapted to his powers, | 


—And here it 


muſt be obſerved, that the Doctor enjoyed an ad- 
vantage ſeldom poſſeſſed by poets in general; for 5 


having ſome family inheritance of his own, large 


enough to ſupply all the decent comforts of life, he 
was under no neceſſity of courting. the favour or 
ſubmitting to the controul of Bookſellers ; and was 
therefore enabled to give an unbridled indulgence - 


to the bent of his genius, which ſeems vehemently 


to 


5 
to have directed him to ſatire; in which he has 
certainly equalled the firſt writers this country has 


prod uced. 


| IT now becomes us to make ſuch references to 
the works of this verſatile author as may juſtify the 
1 high opinion we have declared of his genius; which, 
indeed is of ſo Protean a kind, that it appears in 
almoſt every ſhape ; and while one ſally of his fancy 
excites our admiration, another perhaps immedi- 
| ately | occurs of ſo very different a ſpecies, that it 1s. 
hardly poſſible to ſuppoſe they were both the pro- 
geny of the ſame mind. In one reſpett we confeſs, 
however, there! is a drawback on our partiality to 
this author; and that ariſes from the freedom in 
which he has ſuffered his Muſe to indulge herſelf 
; on the character of a Great Perſonage. Kings 
I are characters that mould not be ſightly {port- 


ed with, for they are actually neceſſary to the 


peace and decorum of Society; which, beſides 


1 ſolid ſupport of uſelul laws, derives conſider- 
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able 
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able ſtrength from the reverence in which the firſt 
Magiſtrate of a county is held by the generality 
of the people : for however juſt the cenſure, the 
character ſhould be ſacred ; though to the credit 
of our author it muſt be acknowledged, that his 
effuſions ſeem more chara&eriſed by good humour 
than by the acrimonious ſeverity which diſgraces 
the lays of Churchill, and the Letters of the elegant 
but virulent Junius. There is, however one cireum - 
ſtance in the life of our author which, as it tends to | 
the ſupport of a beautiful art, deſerves to be recorded. 
Let it then be mentioned. that to him is Painting i in- 
debted for Opie. This great Artiſt was found by | 
our author i in the mines of Cornwall, where his ge- | 
nius firſt diſcovered itſelf i in ſuch rude efforts as might 
have paſſed unobſerved by a leſs intelligent eye than 
that of the Doctor, who ſaw in its rougheſt ſhape the 


excellence which has ſince expanded into ſuch im- 


Portance. 
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As far as we have bool able to trace the poetical 
career of our author, his works have appeared | in the 
following order, His firſt production was an Epiſtle 
to the Reviewers, a compoſition of truly ironical and 
laughable ſatire. The next offspring of his Muſe 


was Lyric Odes to the Royal Academicians, which, 


with all their merit, we muſt confeſs, f in ſome of the 


ſtrictures, are deficient in candour, and appear to 


flow more from A love of ſatire, than from a convic- 


; tion of the demerits of the objects of bis eritical ſere· 
rity. We dare cite Mr. We ef as an. inſtance, who, 
though far from a perfect painter, was entitled to 
; more reſpect from our author. His next work was 
Lyric Odes on the ſame ſubjeRt, with the ſame ſeve · f 


rity and humour, and, we are afraid, with the fame 
want of candour. - 


Doane the intervals of his Odiac effuſions our 
author produced The Louſi ad, a Mock Heroic 
Poem, abounding in wit, humour and ſirengthz 


but 
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but at che ſame time defective in chat reſpect due 


from a ſubject to his ſovereign *. 1 80 Peter ſhould have 


recollected the old adage, that + Truth e 


"oY en at all times.“ Our author's next perfor- 


mance was his Ep ile to James Boſwell, Eſq. The 
ſubject was undoubtedly fair game, and fully juſti- 


fied the laſh of his Juvenalian ſeverity. This 
Poem, for novelty of imagery, ſtrength of ſatire, 
and glow of poetry, may rank with any production 
in our language. The next labour of his pen was 
' BOZZY and PIO Z Z T, a juſt ridicule of vain and 
ignorant biographers. After this appeared Ode 


»The foundation of che Louſiad was a diſcovery made by : 


his Majeſty one evening at ſupper of a ſomething on his plate 
that had green peas on it. We have endeavoured to detect the 
object that created fo much diſguſt. From the beſt information 
we find it to have been a hair "ay the human head; which 
Peter, by a licentia poetica, converted into a Lovsr. Thus 


much happened in conſequence of his Majeſty' s dilcovery, viz. 
the cooks, ſcullions, &c. &c. were forced to ſubmit to the dread- 


ful operation of ſhaving, to the number of fifty, and great was 
5 their diſpleaſure thereat. This we can vouch for; but whether 
it is a proper ſubject for the poet's ridicule or not, is a ee 


chat may admit of ſome controverſy. | 
upon 


111 


CRY 


upon Ode, in which Kings, Laureats, Lords, La- 
dies, Knights, Fidlers, and Amateurs, are treated 
with unmerciful ſeverity. Jo this ſucceeded An 
Apolegetic Potſcript, ironically juſtifying the wan- 
ton ridicule of the preceding publication; . and which 
indeed may be confidered as a witty repetition of his | 
 fatirical offences. bs © he next work i in order, as well 
as we can recollect, was the Second Canto of the 
Lou ad, breathing the fame ſpirit of ridicule, replete ö 
with the ſame novelty of imagery and ſtrength of 
85 numbers. The enſuing production is entitled Infiruc- 
tions 10 4 celebrated Laureat, poſſeſſing a vein of ironi- 
cal wit and humour equal if not ſuperior to any of 
| bis publications. The next performance of our au- 
thor was Brother Peter 10 Brother Ti om, an expoſtula- 
tory Epiſtle, no way inferior to any of his former 5 
productions i in wit and ſatire. And laſtly, Peter's 
PFenſ ion, a ſolemn Epiſtle to a ſublime Pcrſonage 
in which he ſeems to have exerted his utmoſt powers 


of ridicule, and laſhes with indignant fury the keen 


ſportiman 


2 
* Lb 5 
5 ! 
1 7 i% 
a 2 
by 
| 
5 * 
A ji 


| 


— 


er — a. — 


tr nes, — ——— — wy od. 2 
. f — — _ — — 
* —— —— . a 


ps — _—_— —_— ——_ 


— m 
* * he . a , 0 
Bn y a -” * 
- 2 - > 
on 4 LNG. ad "I" wn Gl, 
— — — — 


— — — — * 


** 2 im 5 
F 


— — — * 
— — 


— — ae — — . = N 


— — —U— — 
— 3 


— 
_— a 


Fe 2 4 : * AS 

ERIE ved AS TRE SY ECC 03 +07" Oe p * 
4 * ; , ; c — 
K ·˙ R . . — — 

7 . _ : * 

— — 

— — > 

. ——————— 


[ Xi ] 
ſpbreſinin that poſſeſſed an unfeeling heart; and was 
totally unmoved at the death of a companion he had 


5 himſelf brought into the field; and expoſes the ſor- 


did avarice that would derive ſome pitiful profits 
from choaked — | 


2 as . * D > 250 e — . 


SINCE the firſt 8 of the revreding life, 
| two more pieces have been given to the public by 
| the author's ſatirical pen, viz. Peter's Prophecy ; ar, 
The Prefident and Poet; or, An Epiſtle to Sir Foſeph T 
Banks ;—and Sir Foſeph Banks and the Emperor r 
Morocco, @ Tale. The Poet ſeems to have taken 
the hint of this laſt piece from Sir Nicholas Gimcrack, 
in the Taler; but as it is a ſatire which applies to 
collectors of natural hiſtory in general, Sir Joſe ph, | 
8 perkaps, wy feel himſelf only tickled—not burt. 


A rokETicAI. 


S POETICAL, SUPPLICATING, MODEST, 


AND 


FFECTING E 


TO THOSE 
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LITEKARY-COLOSSUSES, 
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O hear my ſimple prayer in ſimple 227 : 


In forma pauperis behold I bend, 


And of your Worſhips alk a little praiſe, 


1. am no cormorant for fame, dye ſee; 
I aſk not all the lawrel, but a ſprig 


And ſtick a leaf c or two about my he 


In ſonnet, ode, and Legendary tale, OE 

Soon will the preſs my tuneful works diſplay; 

Then do not damn em, and prevent the ſale; 

And your petitioner ſhall ever pray. 
B 2 


T hen hear me, Guardians of the ſacred Tree, 


ATHERS of Wiſdom—a poor wight befriend! 


My 
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My labours damn'd, the Muſe with grief will groan — 


The cenſure dire my lantern jaws will rue! 


Know I have teeth and ſtomach like your * 


And that I with to cat as well as Jou. 


Inever ſaid, like murderers i in their dens, 
You ſecret met in cloud-capp'd garret bigh, 


| With hatchets, ſcalping-knives i in ſhape of pens, 


To bid, like Mohocks, hapleſs authors di 0 


Nor faid, (in your Reviews, together ſtrung) 


The limbs of butcher'd writers, cheek by jowl, 


D Look'd like the legs of flies on cobwebs hung ; 


e the hungry ſpider's dreary hole. 


11 ne' er declar'd a frightful as the Blacks, 


In greaſy flannel caps you met together, 


With ſcarce a rag of ſhirt about your backs, 


Or coat or breeches to keep out the weather. 


Heav'n knows I'm innocent of all tranſgreſſion 


Againſt your honours, men of claſſie fame! 


1 ne*cr abus'd your critical profeſſion, 


Whoſe dictun ſaves at once or damns a name. 


I never queſtion'd your profound of head, 


Nor vulgar, call'd your wit, your manners coarſe; 5 


Nor ſwore on butcher'd authors that you fed 


Like carrion crows upon: a poor dead horſc. 


1 never 


A 


3 27 


I never ſaid, that pedlar-like, you Told 


Praiſe by the ounce, or pound, like ſnuff or cheeſe 


Too well I knew you filver ſcorn'd and gold— 


Such droſs, a lage Reviewer ſeldom ſees! 


I never hinted that with balf. a- crown 
Books have been ſent you by the ferlbüng ti tribe; 5 


Which fee hath purchas'd pages of renown: 
"Ys for I * 958 d r the polity bribe. 


1. neꝰ er averr'd, you critics to a man, 
For pence, would ſwear an owl excell'd the lark; = 


Nor call'd a coward gang, your grave divan, 
That ſtabb'd, like baſe aſſaſſins, in the dark. 


I never prais'd, or blam'd, an author's book 
Until your wiſe opinions came abroad; 


ot SOR 
On theſe with holy rev'rence did J look; 


With vou! prais d, or blam'd, ſo help me : G- a! 


The fan's Loaginus all ws world ERR 3 
The gape of wonder Ariſtarchus drew, 
As well as Alexander's tutor, lob 
All! all great critics, gentlemen, like you. 


Did any alk me, pray, Sir, your opinion, 
Of thoſe Reviewers, who ſo bold beſtride 
© The world of learning, and with proud dominion, 


* High on the backs of crouching authors ride?” 
+. 
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Quick have I anfwer'd, ina rage, © odiblood' 
«© No works like theirs ſuch criticiſm conveys; 
«© Not all the timber of Dodona's wood +: 
„ Fer pour'd more ſterling oracle than — 


Did others cry . whate er their brains indite, 
Beſure is excellent, a partial crew! 

With Io Pæans uſher'd to the light, 
And prais d to folly in the next Review: - 


Thie was my anſwer to each fnarling elf, 


I W fl'd With W my mouth with ; 


foam) 


-« 206845 is not juſtice due to one's dear ſelf £ 


And ſhould not charity begin at home!“ 


Full often I've been queſtion'd with a ſneer— 


„Think you one could not bribe ? em: 87 6 Not 2 


4 Nation.“ 


« A beef. ſteak, with a pet or two of beer, 


Might ſave a little volume from damnation.“ 


Furious I've anſwer'd, “ Lo! my Lord Carliſle. 


„ Hath begg'd, in vain, a ſeat in Fame's old 


9: temple; 


% Tho? you applaud, their wiſdoms will not n 


* And what they ae is curſed ſimple. 
3 Could 


0 8 
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« Could gold ſucceed, enough the peer might raiſe, 
« Whoſe wealth would buy the criticso'er and oer: a 
< Tis merit only can command their praiſe, 
ce Witneſs the volumes of Miſs Hannah More. 


4 The Search for Happineſi, that beauteous fong, a | N 
Which all of us would give our ears to own ; ; 
The Capt ive Percy, that like muſtard ſtrong, = 
« Make our eyes Ow"! and underſtandings L 5 
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Hail Briſtol town! Beeotia now no more, 0 I 
Since Garrick's Sappho ſings, tho' rather ſlowly. 1 | 

All hail Miſs Hannah! worth at leaſt a ſcore, | 2 
A 0 ſcore of Chatterton and W 


ve. 


Men of prodigious parts are moſtly ſhy 1 = 
Great Newton's ſelf this failing did inherit; RS l 
Thus, frequent, you avoid the public eye, 
And hide, in lurking holes, a world of merit. 


Let oft your cautious modeſties I ſee, | 17 mM 
5 When from yout bow'r with bats you wing the 9 
1 8 i 
And D , when no catchpoles new] for prey, 1 
90 5 On ther, dining in St. James 's-Park. ET 5 


* A Lady talk'd of for her poctical Productions, and empha- 


tically called by a certain Claſs of Readers, the tenth Muſe. 
. A pair of . 
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Meek Sirs! in frays you chooſe not to appear, 
A circumſtance moſt natural to ſuppoſe, 


And therefore hide your precious heads, for fear 


| Some angry bard abuſed ſhould pull your noſe. 


The world's loud plaudit, lo! you don't deſire, 


| 


Nor do you haſtily on books decide; 


But firſt at ev ry coffee-houſe enquire, 


: How, in its favour, runs the public. tide. 


There, Wiſdom, often with a critic's wig, 


T he face demure, knit brows, and forehead ſcrowl- 
ing, | 


Pre ſeen o er pamphlets, with importance big, 


Mouſing for faults, or if you'll have it, Ts 


Herculean rentlemen! 1 dread your iruhe3 5 


Pity the lifted whites of both my eyes ! 


Strung with new ſtrength beneath your maſly clubs, 


Alas! I ſhall not an Antæus riſe. 


Lo, like an elephant along the ground; 


Great Caliban, the giant Johnſon ſtretcht! 


The Britiſh Roſcius too your clubs confound, 


Whoſe fame the turtheſt of the ſtars hath reach d. | 


If ſuch ſo eaſy ſink beneath your might, 


Ye Gods! I may be done for in a trice: 


HurPd by your rage to everlaſting night— 


Crack'd with that calc a beggar cracks bit lice. | 
If, 


. 
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4 9 4 
If, awful Sirs, you grant me my petition; 
With brother pamphlets ſhall my pamphlet ſhine; 


And. ſhould it chance to paſs a firſt edition, 


In capitals ſhall ſtare your praiſe divine. 


Quote from my work as much as e'er you pleaſe. 
For Extracts, lo! I'll put no angry face on; 


Nor fill a hungry lawyer? s fiſt with fees, 


To trounce A Bookſeller like furious Maſon. * 4 


Sage Sirs! ! if favour in your light I find, 


If fame you grant, I'll bleſs each gen rous glver: 


Wiſh you ſound coats, good ſtomachs, maſters kind, + 


Gallons of broth, and h of bullocks liver. 


„The Conteſt between Mr, Maſon and a Bookſeller i 13 gene. 
rally known. e 


+ The Bookſellers, 
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LYRIC O DES 


To THE 


FOR THE YEAR M. DCC.LXXXII. 


Arma viroſque can. 


Paint and the Men of Canvas fire my Lays, 
Who ſhow their Works for Profit and for Praiſe z 
Whoſe Pockets know moſt comfortable Fillings— 
Gaining #wo Thouſand Pounds a Year by Shillings. 
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ODE L 


Peter giveth an e * his great Relation—boaf- 
 eth—praiſeth Sir William Chambers and Somerſet 
 Houſe—applaudeth Sir Joſhua Reynolds, and bs ow 


eth _ 88 c Learning. 


Y Couſin Pindar, in his Odes, 
1 Applauded Horſejockeys and Gods, 
| Wreſtlers and Boxers in his verſe divine ! 
Then ſhall not I, who boaſt his fire, 
= And old hereditary lyre, | 
wx To hn Painters BYe a golden line? 


* "Say, mall yon Dome ſtupendons riſe, 
SZ Striking with Attic kent i the ies 
The 


1 1 


The nurſing dame of many a Painting Ape; % 


And I immortal rhime refuſe, 
To tell the nations round the news, 


And make poſterity with wonder gape? 


Spirit of Couſin Pindar, ho! 5 
By all thy Odes, the world ſhall know, 


That Chambers plann'd it—Be his name rever d— 


Sir William's journeyman and tools, 
| (No pupils of the Chineſe ſchools) | 
With ſtone, and wood, and lime the fabric rear'd! 


Thus having put the Knight in rhime, 
Stone, men, and timber, tools and lime; 


Now let us ſee what this rare Dome containg— 


Where rival Artiſts for a name, 
Bit by that glorious mad - dog Fame, 


Have fixt the labours of their bruſh and brains. 


0 Muſe : Sir YJoſhud's maſter-hand | 
Shall firſt our lyric laud command 


* Painting Ape. — This expreſſion is by no means meant to 
convey the idea of inſult.— There is great propriety, if not 


poetry, in it.— The retder will pleaſe to recollect, that Painting 
is an imitative Art- Monkeys are prodigious imitators—witneſs 
my own Odes.—Beſides, Pope In the immortal Newton 


by a ſimilar Aon, 
Lo! 
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Lo! Tarleton dragging on his boot lo right! 
His Horſes feel a godlike rage, 
And long with Yankies to engage— 


1 think a . them lnorting for the fight! 


| Behold with fire each eye-ball glowing! 
1 wiſh indeed their manes fo flowing 


| Were more like hair—the brutes had been as good. 


If, flaming with ſuch claſſic force, 
They had reſembled leſs that horſe 


Cala Trojan—and by Greeks compos'd of wood. 


Now to yon Angel let us go— 
A fine performance too, I trow, 


Who rides a Cloud indeed a pooriſh hack 


Which to my mind doth certes bring. 
That eaſy bum-delighting thing, 


N o 
0 + 


. Rid by the ee A * 


Vet, Reynolds, let me fairly fay, 
With pride I pour the lyric lay 


: To moſt things by thy able hand expreſt— 


Compar'd, alas! to other men, 
Thou art an eagle to a wren! 


Now, Mrs. Muſe, attend on Mr. Meſt. 


ODE 


= 


O.D.E, . 


Peter falleth foul on Mr. Weſt for repreſenting our 
Bled Redeemer like: an Old-Clothes.Man—and 
for miſrepreſenting the Apoſtles.—Peter deſcribeth 
85. Paul, and Judas, and the Apoſtles —Cutteth up 
Mr. Weſt's Angels—Attacketh another Picture of 
Mr. Weſt's —Weepeth over the hard Fate of Prince 
Octavius and Auguſtus, Children of our Moſt 
Glorious ene 


rs, br hath thy vided done? 
_ Why painted God Almighty's Son 2 
Likes an 1 Old-Clothes-man, about London Street! 
Place in his hand a ruſty bag, 
To hold each ſweet collected rag; 
We then ſhall ſee the character complete. 


Th“ Apoſtles too, Im much afraid, 

Were not the fellows thou haſt made - 
For Heav'n's ſake, We/, pray rub them out again— 
There's not a mortal who believes 

They look'd like old * Salvator”s Thieves, 
Although they might not look like Gentlemen. 


» | Salvator Roſa, happy in bis 3 of | Banditti. 
It, 


1 


£ 4 een 9 8 . * > = 3 * : uu ; < 1 
22 ts - 2 5 x 2 r Wa OE 5 „ 7 A 5 5 

2 > +? N 2 S £5 2 . : e 1 3 7 . * F< I © 8 * 

N e _ 0 8 e r . G IT - ITC WS "—_—_ : Net, ER n Rn e 7 

ö EGS. ern * ITY r 8. n ——_ Ach 2 . L 5 
CN IN A 3 i 22 GT A ris nebg Br EF >"- IP 8 n n <1 FFP VVT * : 
n A See ar bs Ne ER e PENS K : EX = "AX Jt 2 wt : 
e N Het F a r W n e r TIL 56 e : 


F * 1 


St. Paul moſt candidly declares, 
He could not give himſelf high airs 
Upon his perſon— which was rather homely— 
But really, as for all the reſt, 
Save Judas, who was a rank beaſt, 
They all were decent labourers, and comely. 


\ 


Thy Spirits 700 can't boaſt the graces— - 
Two Indian Angels by their faces 


But ſpeak—where are their wings to mount the wind? 


One wou'd ſuppoſe M*Bride * had met em 
= thou haſt ſpare ones, quickly get em, 


Or elſe the gs will both be left behind. 


Ghoſt of Octavius! tell the Bard, 
And thou, Auguſtus, us'd ſo hard, 
Why Meſt hath murder'd you, my tender lambs? 
You bring to mind vile Richard's deed, 
Who bid your Royal Couſins bleed, 
For which the world the Tyrant's mem'ry damns. 


Weft, I muſt own thou doſt inherit 
Some portion of the n ſpirit— 


Capt. M*Bride, famous for winging men of war, 28 vell; as 
| partridges.—See his leiter to the r 


11 


But truſt me— not extraordinary things 
Some merit thou muſt ſurely own, 
By getting up ſo near the throne, 
And gaining whiſpers from the Beſt of Kings. 


ODE UL 


Peter admin iftereth age Advice 10 very young 
Painters. 


\EOPLE muſt mount 1 flow degrees to 
Glory | 
»Tis Stairs muſt lead up to the Attic ſtory— 
Thus thought my GREAT old Name: . Prrkn 
Czar; 
Who bound kinGll; | in > Halland: to a trade; ; 
A very pretty Carpenter he made; 
55 And then went home and built a Man of War. 


The Lad who would a Pothecary ſhine, 
Should powder Claws of Crabs, and Jalap, fine, 
Keep the Shop clean, and watch it like a Porter: 
Learn to boil Glyſters—nay, to give them too, 
If blinking Nurſes can't the bus'neſs do; 
Write well the Labels, and wipe well the Mortar. 


* To Ruſſia. __ 9 
_ HElore 


1 


Before that Boys can riſe to Maſter-Tanners, 
Humble thoſe Boys muſt be, and mind their 
manners; : 
Deſpiſing pride, whoſe wiſh | it is to wick * em: 
And mornings, with a bucket and a ſtick, 
Should never once diſdain to pick, 
From ſtreet to ſtreet, fair lumps of Album Gracum, 


T hes ſhould young Limnin ng ; Lads themſelyes 
demean; 

Learn how to keep their Maſters Bruſhes clean, 

| And learn to ſqueeze the Colours from the Bladders— : 

Furbiſh up Rags—the ſhining Pallet feh==: 


Keep the Knives * cke the Eaſcl 
neat 


Such arts, to Fame $ high Temple are the Ladders. 


Young Men—ſo uſeful are the arts I mention; 

(believe me, not an atom is invention.) N 

The Inſtant that I pen this Ode, I know 

A Jew-like, ſhock- poll'd, ferwbby' ſhort, black 
Man, 

More like a Cobler than * Gene 

Working on Canvaſs, like a dog in dough. 


By Heavens! with ſcarce more knowledges than 
_ theſe, e 5 

Ie earns a Guinea ev'ry Day with eaſe 

"9 Attempteth 


1 2 1 

: Attempteth heads of Princes, Dogs, Cats, 'Squires— 
Now on a Monkey vent'reth— now a Saint— 
Talks of Himel, and much himſelf admires, 
And ſtruts the verieſt Bantam Coch of Paint. 


But mind me, Youths, 1 don't Conceit adviſe, 
Becauſe *tis fulſome to men's cars and eyes; 
Whoſe tongues might cover you with ridicule— 
And Prey, who love the appellation, Fool: 5 


vet, if in ſpite of all the Muſe can fays 
You will %% on going the wrong way, 
And wiſh'to be a Laughing-ſtock— _ 
Copy our little old black Bantam Cock— 


: Whoſe foul, moreover of ſuch ſort i 
With fo much acrimony overflows, 
As makes him, whereſoc'er he goes, 
A walking Thumb-bottle of Agua fortic, 
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De Lyric Bard commendeth Mr. Gainſborough's 


Pig—Recommendeth Landſcape to the Artiſt. 


N D now, O Muſe, with ſong ſo big, 


Turn round to Gainſb'rough's Girl and Fig, 


Or Pig and Girl I rather ſhould have ſaid : 
The Pig in white, I muſt allow, 
Is really a well-painted Sow : 
IN wiſh to ſay the lame e of the Maid. 


As for poor St. Leger and Winde 
Had I their places I ſhould wince, 


| Thus to be gibbeted for weeks on high: 


Juſt like your felons after death, 
On Bagſhor, or on Hounſlow Heath, 


That force from travellers the pitying ſigh. 


Yet Gainſborough has great merit too, 
Wou'd he his charming fort purſue 


To mind his Landſcape have the modeſt grace— _ 
Yet there ſometimes are Nature's tints deſpis'd? i 


I wiſh them more attended to, and priz d. 


Inſtead of Trump ry that n their aria 


ODE 
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D E V. 


Peter quarrelleth with Fat j—proveth its fatal Incofs- 
wveniencier——Accounteth for the Leanneſs and Rags 
of the Muſes 0. iſplayeth Military Science—Telleth 


a wonderful Story of a Spaniſh Marquis—Talketh 


ſenſi bly of a Greyhound, a Hawk, and 8 Race-Horſe 
—Pointeth out the pe Subjects yy Greafe. 


JAINTERS and Poets never ſhould be Fat— 
Sons of Apollo! liſten well to that. 
Tat! is foul weather—dims the Fancy s ſight: 
In poverty, the wits more nimbly muſter: 
Thus Stars, when pinch'd by froſt, caſt Keener 
luſtre 


On the black blanket of Old Mother Night. 


Your heavy Fat, 1 will maintain, 

Is perfect Birdlime of the Brain: 
And, as to Goldfinches the birdlime elings 
Fat holds Ideas by the legs and wings. 


Fat flattens the moſt brilliant Thoughts, 
Like the Buff-Stop on Harpſichords, or Spin- 
nets e 0 

Muffling their pretty little tuneful throats, | 

That would have chirp'd away like Linnets. 


Not 
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Not only Fat is hurtful to the Arts, 


But Lovz, at Fat—ev'n Lovx ALMIGHTY ſtartg—. 
Love hates large, lubberly, fat, clumſy Fellows, 


: Panting . 228 a e Bellows. 


In Parkamens, amidſt the various chat, 


What eloquence of North's is loſt by Fat! ! 
Mute in his head-piece on his boſom hung, 


How many a Speech hath ſlept upon his Tongue! 


80 far Apollo's right, need muſt own, 
Jo keep his Sons and Daughters high in bone: : 


The Nine too, as from Hiſtory we glean, 


Are, like Don Quixote's Ry/enante, lean ; 


Who likewiſe fancy all incumbrance bad, 


And therefore travel very thinly clad; _ 
Looking like Damſels juſt eſcap'd from jails, 
With backs ate and with tatter'd tails. 


How, with large rolls of Fat, would act 


A Soldier, or a Sailor? 


And tis a well. atteſted fact, 


Apollo was as nimble as a Taylor. 
How could he elſe have caught that handſome flirt, 
M. ifs Poon, * through the pools and dirt? 

The 
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The Marquis of Cerona, of great Parts, 
Could ſcarce ſupport himſelf, he was ſo big — 
He ſtarv*d—drank Vinegar by pints and quarts, 
And got down to.a Chriſtian—from a Pig. 


Some Author ſays, his {kin (al ſome will doubt 


him) 
Would fold a half. a-dozen times about bim. 


Reader of lie I 1 urge not an iota : : 
His ſkin would really round his body come, 


| 
| 
: 
5 


Though tight before as . on a drum 5 


Juſt like a ee Capota.— 


Yes—yes—indeed 1 ie repeat, 
Painters and Bards ſhould very little eat: 
No matter, verily, how light their fare— — 
Nay, — Camelion: like they fed on air 


| Elſe they're, like Ladies much inelin'd to Feeding— 


Who, often when they fatten, leave off Breeding ; 
Or, like the Hen, facetious Æſop's ſtory, 
So known—T ſhall not lay the Tale before ye. 


You would not load with Fat, a Running- Horſe, 
Or Greyhound you deſign to courſe; 

Nor would you fatten up the Hawk, 

Lou mean to nimble birds to talk. 
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Then pray, young e. if you with to 
thrive, 


And keep your Genius, and the Mita alive, 
Gobble not quantities of fleſh and ftih up: 

 Brincs who can no harm from Fat receive, 

May tealt ſecurely—then for Hcav'n's ſake leave 


' Greaſe to an Alderman, a Hog, or Biſhop. — 


OD * VI. 


15 peter flattereth Mr. Maſon Chacbertln—ont that 


nge brilliant Landſcape-Painter, | Mr. Louther- 


bourgh.—Peter admireth, praiſeth, and conſoleth | 
the Engl. ih CLAUDE, fon. : 


HY Portraits, Chamberlin, may be 
A likeneſs, far as I can fee; 


: But, faith! I cannot praiſe a ſingle feature: 


| Yet, when it fo ſhall pleaſe the Lord, 
To make his people out of Board, 


| Thy pictures will be tolerable nature. 


And Loutherbourgh, when Hear'n ſo wills, 
To make Braſs Skies, and Golden Hills, 


3 With 
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With Marble Bullocks in Glaſs Paſtures grazing; 
Thy reputation too will riſe, 
And people, gaping with ſurpriſe, 
Cry, unn. Loutherbourgh 1s mot amaxing 


* 


= But thou muſt wait for that event— 

jd 5 Perhaps the change is never meant 
Till then, with me, thy pencil will not ſhine— 
TY then, old red-nos'd Wilſon's art 

q | Will hold its empire o' er my heart, 5 
lf By Britain left 1 in poverty to pine. 5 


But, honeſt Wilſon, 3 never mind ; 

1 Immortal praiſes thou ſhalt find, 

8 And for a dinner have no cauſe to fear— 
Il᷑̃haou ſtart'ſt at my prophetic rhimes— 

Don't be impatient for thoſe times; 

Wait till thou haſt been dead an hundred year. 


-Q DE: 


'0.D E F. 


Peter breaketh out into Learning, and talteth Latin— 
Adviſeth young Artiſts to do no more than they can 
do—Recommendecth to each the Anvwuledge of his. 


Genius Peter talketh of Mfep's Tablet and Mr. 
Stubbs -Peter ventureth on the Stage—Recerdeth 
a Oey: of an leur, and concludeth ee fy: 


60 . ft, 3 ut nemo quam f ibi fortem— 


Was partly written for thoſe fools 


Who flight the very art that would ſupport 'em, 


ne ſpite of Gratitude's and Wiſdom's rules. 


It brings to mind old ZEfop's tale, ſo ſweet, 


Of a poor country-bumpkin of a Stag, 
Who us'd to curſe his clumſy Legs and Feet, 
. But of his Horns did wonderfully brag. ; 


Unlike our London poor John-Bulls, 


Who. from the wardrobe of their ſculis, 


Could, with the greateſt pleaſure, piece- meal tear 
Such pretty- -looking ornamental ger. 


E But to the ſtory of the Buck, 
Like (many Engliſh ones) much © cut of luck. 


E 2 et, When 
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When to a thicket Maſter Buck was chas'd; 

His fav'rite Horns contriv'd to ſpoil his trot— 

by keeping the young "Squire in limbo faſt, 
Till John the Huntſman came and cut his throat. 


Unfortunately for the Graphic Art, 
Painters too often their true genius ik, 


Mad to accompliſh What can ne'er be done, „„ 
"IEF form for e of fun. * 


yy The Man * Hil ry token to deal in little, 
Quits laſting oil, for perithable ſpittle : 

The Man of Miniature to Hiſt'ry ſprings, 
Mounts w ith an ardour wild the Hroom- like Bruſh, 
NM akes for Sublimity a daring puſh, 

And ſhews, like learus, his feeble wings. 


:> "Fils faid that nought ſo Te the temper rubs 
Of that ingenious Artiſt, Mr. Stubbs, | 
As calling him a Horſe-painter—How ſtrange, 

That Stubbs the title ſhould deſire to change! 


Yet doth he curſes on th' occaſion utter, 

And fooliſh quarrels with his bread and butter. : 
Yes, after Landſcape, Gentlemen and Ladies, fs 8 
This very Mr. Stubbs prodigious mad 1 IS; 3 
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80 quits his Mech n Which che Man might ride 

To Fame's fair Temple, happy and unhurt ; 

And takes a Hobby-horſe to gall his pride, 
That flings him, like a lubber, in the dirt. | 


Ihe ſelf. ſame folly reigns, too, on a the Stage, 


Such for impoſbibilities the rage! 
The Man of Farce, to Tragedy aſpires, 
And, call. like bellowtig, feels heroic fires— 


Weſton for Hamlet and Othello agb. d, 


And thought it dev'liſh hard to be PINE 


The courtly 4bington's untoward Star 


Wanted her reputation much to mar, 


And fink the Lady to the Waſhing tub 


So whiſper d Mrs. Abington, play Scrub” — 
To folly full as great, lome imp may lug her, 
And bid her ſlink in Fiich, and Abel Drugger. 


An Actor, living at this time, 
That now I pen my verſe ſublime, 


Could not, to ſave his ſoul, find out his fort— 


But lo! it happen'd, on a lucky night, 
He on the ſubject got a deal of light; 


And thus doth Fame the circumſtance report. 


After 


1 


After exhibiting to Pit, and Boxed; 629) 
To take a dram, the Accor ſtroll'd to“ Fox's— 
Where foon. his friend came in, ſuch fine things 
_ faying, | | 
Offering a thouſand pretty faluintions, 
With ſull-confirming Oath-cjaculations 
Unto this Son of Theſpis, for his ou __ 


cc By Heav' ns!” quoth he, unrival d is thy 1 me- 


c rit- 


« Thou play dn to-night, my friend, with matchleſs E 


7" ſpirit : . | 
255 Tounds my dear fellow, let me go to H., 
Ys If ever part was acted half ſo well!“ 


The Agr bluſh'd „and . and ly look'd, 
To hear ſuch compliments ſo nicely cook'd 

. Getting the better of his mauvaiſe honte— 

And ſtaring at the other's Ready: front, 885 


He aſk'd—* What part, pray, mean ye: 185 in 
„ troth, 

© I know of none that you ſhould ſo AT: 

e What part!” replied the other with an oath: 

The hind part of a Fack-4ſ5, + my dear friend! ot: 


= A Tavern near the Play houſe. 


+ A Part in one of the Pantomimes, which contains a large 


portion of kicking, braying, obſtinacy, and tail-wrigoling. 


'The 


T v3 


The Player, Pen d inſtead of being hurt, 

Iumank'd him for the diſcovery of his fort. — 
Purſued his genius ſought no higher game, 

And by his Fack-4/s won unenvied fame. 


— fir 


oO DE Vil 


Peter abuſeth Mr. and Mrs. Coſway. 
IE, Cofway / Pm aſham'd to ſay 
Thou own'ſt the title of R. A. 
1 fear, t to damn thee 'twas the devil's s ſending— 
Some honeſt calling quickly find, 
= And bid thy Wife her kitchen mind, 
S Or ſhirts and ſhifts be making, or be mending. . 
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If Madam cannot make a ſhirt, 

! _ Or mend, or from it waſh the dirt, 

. Better than paint the Poet for thee feels 
Or take a ſtitch up in thy Hocking, 
(Which for a wife is very hacking) 

F pity the condition of thy heels. 


8 - What vanity was in your kulls, 
: | To make you act ſo like two fools, | 
8 4 1” expoſe 


r r i rea ry Sc r . 3 8 


1 


1 expoſe your daubs, tho? made with wond'rous 
pains out? 

Could Raphaels angry ghoſt ariſe, 

And on the figures caſt his eyes, 

He'd catch a 9 up, and blow your brains out. 


M uſe, in this eridcifn, 1 fs 

Thou really haſt been too ſevere: 

Coſrway paints Miniature with truth and ſpirit, 
5 And Mrs. Cay boaſts a fund of merit. 


Be more like courtly Horaceꝰs hy. page; 

And ſhun of furious Juvenal the rage, ; 

Of whom old Scaliger afſerts—** qui jugulat” — 

Id e/i—the fellow would not murder, boggle at. 


This Scaliger employs, too, the word trucidat : : 


That! 18 the Bard would daſh Mrough thick and 


thin, 
And, like a ruffian, would ſo uſe ye, that 
He would not leave a whole bone i in your kin. 
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h I. 


Peter exhibiteth Bible Knowledve—Condenneth Imita- 


tors and maketb Compariſons. 


IR JosHva—for l've read my Bible over, 
Of whoſe fine art I own myſelf a lover, 


Puts me in mind of Matthew, the firſt chapter— 


Abram got Iſaac - Iſaac, Jacob got 


Joſeph to get, was lucky Jacob's Lot, 


And all his brothers, 
Who very na rally made others, 
Continuing to the end of a long chapter — 


5 A genealogy I read with rapture, 


Yet, poſſibly, not with ſo much delight, 


As Qucenſb'ry's DUKE delighteth in 0-4 


courſes, 


Reads (which I'm told he 450 from morn to 


night) Do 
The noble pedigrees of Running: Horſes, 
Penn'd with a deal of ſubtlety, and labor, 


Bp that great Turf-Apoſtle, Mr. Heber. 


L 34 J 


Sir Jh Du's happy pencil hath produc'd 
A hoſt of Copyiſts, much of the ſame feature ; 
By which the Art hath greatly been abus'd— 
I own, Sir Joſbua, great but Nature greater. 

But what, alas! is ten- times worſe 
The progreſs of the Art to curſe: 5 

The Copyiſis have been copied too; 

And that, l'm ſure, wul never do. 


Such Painters : are like Pointers hunting game— 
Intent on pleaſure, and Dog- fame ; 
Suppoſe a half-a-dozen dogs, or more, 

15 E and ſcamp' ring, eroſſing the field © ober. 


- One Pointer ſcents the Paitridge— points 
Fix'd like a ſtatue on the pleaſing gale! 


How act the others ?—Stop their ſcamp?ring joints; 


And, lo! one's Noſe is on his neighbour's Tail. 


Perhaps this Dog-compariſon of mine, 

Though vaſtly natural, and vaſtly fine, 

May not be fully underſtood _ 

By all the youngling Painter Brood; 

Therefore, that into error they may 'nt roam, 
1 think L* a be a little more al home. 


Suppoſe a Damſel of the Cyprian claſs, 
A freſn imported, lovely, blooming lals, 


1 


13 


Gay, carcleſs, ſmiling, ogling i in the Park— 
Suppoſe thoſe charms, fo pleaſing to the eye, 
Catch the wild glance, and ſtart the am'rous gh, 
Of ſome young roving military Spark! 


Lo! as if touch'd by bailifs, or r by thunder, 
Sudden he itops—ill-over ſtaring wonder— 
A thouſand fancics, his warm brain ſurround; 
And nail'd, as if by magic, to the ground, 
He points towards thoſe faſcinating charms 
That rous'd the hoſt of Paſſions up in arms. 


A beaker Enſign ſpies the ſock: gill lad, 
And ſudden halts—grave pond ring what 
means — 5 
Another Faken, 1 for mad, I 
Upon his ſupple-jack, deep-marv'ling leans : 


Another Enſign after him, too, ſauntering, 
Stops ſhort, and to his eye applies his glaſs— 
To know what ſtay'd his brother Enfign's cantering, 
Not dreaming of that eye-catcher, the Lass. 


Thus noſing one the other's back, 

Stands in a goodly row the King's red Pack; 
Except the fir, whom NaTure's charms inflame— 
His nole is properly towards the game. 
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3 
Fen ſo, the PRESsID ENT, to NATURE true, 
Doth mark her form, and all her haunts purſue; 
Whilſt half the filly Bruſhmen of the land, 
Contented take the N VH at e 1 


Imps, who juſt boaſt the merit of 7 ranſlators 
Horace's /ervum pecus—Imitators 


EEE eee 


0D £--x: 


Peter jeereth Ie Serres and. Zoffani, and 
pra ſeth and condemneth Mr. Barret. 


ER RTS and Zeftani! 4 Leen, : 
1 better works than yours have ſeen— 


Youl 5 no compliment can well be colder— 

Why, as you ſcarce are in your prime, 
And wait the ſtrength'ning hand of Time, 
I hope that you'll improve as you grow olderꝰ. 


gp | 
Yet ſometimes art thou apt to > be auch be. 


0 The firſt is about = years of age, and the laſt 63 or 64. 
Too 


_ TM 

Too oft thy pencil, or thy genius, flagg— 5 

Too oft thy Landſcapes, Bonfires ſcem to be; 

And in thy buſtling Clouds, n 1 ſee 
The Reſurrection of old ogy: 


O Catton, our Poor feelings ſpare! 
SGBuppreſs thy traſh another year; 
Nor of thy folly make us ſay a hard thing— | 
And lo! thoſe daubs amongſt the many, 
Painted by Mr. Edward Penny ! 
They truly are not worth a half a farthing. 


Note PACs eo EN | 


ODE Ft; 


OY peter 2 N 1400 People to uſe 
their own Eyes and Nojes ; and ordereth what is to 


be done with a bad Noſe. 


NE Year the Pow rs of Faſhion rule 
In favour of the Roman School 
They hey, for Drawing: Raphael and Poufſin. 


The following year, the Flemiſh Schools thall 


ſtrike 3 


Then hey, for CoPring—Rubens and Van. | 


5 dyke; - 
And, lo! the Roman is not worth a pin. 
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9 7 
Be not impos'd upon by Faſpion's roar— 
Faſhion too often makes a monſtrous noiſe, 


"Bide us, a fickle jade, like fools adore 
I) he pooreſt traſh, the meaneſt toys. 


And as a Gang of Thieves a buſtle make, 
With greater eaſe your purſe to take, 
So Faſbion frequently, her point to gain, 
Sets up a howl enough to ſtun a ſtone, 5 
And fairly picks the Pocket of your Brain, 
That! is, if any Brain you chance to own. | 


Carry your Eyes with you where e-Cer you go— 
For not to truſt to them, 1s to abuſe em, 
As Nature gave them t' ye, you ought to know 


The wiſe old Lady meant that you ſhould uſe em; 


And yet, what thouſands, to our vaſt ſurpriſe, | 
Of PiQures judge by other people's Eyes! 


When Nature made a preſent of a Noſe 
To each man's face, we juſtly may ſuppoſe 
She meant, that for itſelf the Noſe ſhould think, 
And judge in matters of Perfume and Stink; 
Not meant it for a mule alone, poor hacx! 
1 To bear Horn Spectacles upon its back — 
0 Suppoſe it cannot ſmell, what then! * you'll ſay. 
Fling it away. 
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ODE XII. 


The Lyric Bard aro witty on Mr. Peters's Angel - 
and Child—and Madam Angelica Kauffman. 


EAR Peters whe; like Luke the Saint, 
A man of Goſpel art, and Paint, 


Thy all flames not with poetic fury: 

If Heav'n's fair Angels are like thine, 
O.iur Bucks, 1 think, O grave Divine, 
May meet int other world the Nymphs of Drury. 


The Infant Hd do not much ad 9 0 
It boaſteth ſomewhat more of fleſh than fire— 5 
The picture, Peters, cannot much adorn ye 
Pm glad though, that the red-fac'd little Sinner, 
Poor ſoul! hath made a hearty dinner, | 

5 Before i it ventur'd on fo! long a journey. 


Angelica my plaudit . 

Her art ſo ſweetly canvals ſtains! 

Her Dames, ſo Grecian! give me ſuch delight! 
But, were ſhe married to ſuch gentle males | 
5 As figure | in her painted tales - 
I fear ſhe'd find a ſtupid wedding night. 


3 


L 40 ] 


ODE Kin. 


Peter lobe the Ladies.—Ie turneth Stury-eller— 
Peter grieveth, 


- LTHOUGH the Ladies with ſuch Beauty 


blaze, 
They very frequently my paſſion raiſe— 
Their charms compenſate, ſcarce, their want of 
RR, 
Paſſing amidſt the Exhibition crowd, 
heard ſome Damſels faſhionably loud, 


And thus I give the bas that pale'd. 


« Oh! the dear Man! (cried one) look ! here 8 a 
s bonnet! ON 

He ſhall paint me—l am traits on 1 
%“ Lord! Couſin, ſee! how beautiful the Gown! 
5 What charming Colours! | here 8 fine Lace, here” 8 
, 

„What pretty Sprigs the fellow draws! 

Noe Lord, Couſin: he” 8 the clevereſt Man! in town! 8 


ö , 


we Ay, Kü cried a ſecond, 6c very true 
« And tt here” 8 charming Breen, and red and 7 


80 There's 


&« There's a complexion beats the Rouge of Warren! 
„ cSee thoſe red Lips, oh la! they are ſo nice!— 

What roſy Cheeks then, Couſin, to entice !— 

TT * Compar'd to this, all other heads: are carrion 


5 © Coulin, this Limner quickly wal be ſeen 
1 Painting the Princeſs Royal, and the Queen: > 
Pray, don't you think as I do, 8 
« But we'll be 8 firſts that's fon.” 


Such was the very buy Converſation 

That paſs' d between the pretty Miſſes, 
Whilſt unobſerv'd, the glory of our Nation, 
Cloſe by them hung Sir Fo/bua's matchleſs pieces 
| Works! that a Jitian's hand could form alone — 
Works! that a Reuben had been proud to own. 


P me, Ladies, now to lay before ye. 
What lately happen'd—therefore a true Story. 


„„ 


5 WALKING one 8 er the Strand, 
My wond' ring eyes did ſuddenly expand 

Von a pretty leaſn of Country Laſſes.— 
„%% ᷣ ] ͥ ͤ Heav'ns! 


\ 


60 Heav' ns! My dear beauteous Angels, how. d'ye 
« do? 
60 Upon my ſoul, I'm monſtrous glad to ſee ye.” 
«© Swinge! Peter, we are glad to meet with you; 
We're juſt to London come well, FY how 
* be ye? 25 


* We're juſt a going, while tis licht, 
©. To ſee St. Paul's before *tis dark,— 
8 Lord! come, for once, be ſo polite, - 


00 And condeſcend to be our r ſpark. * 


0 With all my bent, my Angels. On we walk'd, 
And much of London—much of Cornwall talk d 
Nou did I hug myſelf to think 

| How much that glorious ſtructure would forprifires 

How from its awful grandeur they would ſhrink 


With open mouths, and marv'ling eyes! 


As near to Ludgate. il we drew, 
St. Paul's juſt opening on our view; 
Behold, my lovely ſtrangers, one Be 1all, 
Gave, all at once, a diabolic ſquawl, 
As if they had been tumbled on the ſtones, 
And ſome confounded cart had cruſh'd their bones. | 


Aber well | fright ning people with their cries, 
And fuck: ingtoa Ribbon- Shop their eyes 


They 


ow 


a 1 73 J 


They all ruſh'd in, with ſounds enough to ſtun— 
And clattering all together, thus begun.— 


708 Swinge! here are Colours then to pleaſe! 
„ Delightful things, I vow to Heaven! 
„ Why! not to ſee ſuch things as theſe, 


4”; 
he — 


* 
1 * 
I 
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« Pray let us view St. Paul's, it is ſo near.“ 
Lord! Peter, (cried the girls). don” t mind St. 
d Pau}! 

6 Sure! you're a molt incurious fg 
„ Why—ve can ſce the Church another day, 

Don't be afraid—St. Paul's can't run away,” 


> 


We never ſhould have been forgiv'n.— 4 
Here here, are clever things good Lord! is 
And, Siſter, here, upon my word ix 
c Here, here —look! here are beauties to delight; 1 
5 08 Why! how a body's heels might dance 1 
„ ene from Launceſton to Penzance, 4 
5 20 Before that one might meet 8 ſuch a ght Fl A 
6 Come, e twill be dark, . "led —— [ fear: f 


= 


RzavsR, 


| If e'er thy boſom felt a Thought /ubline, 
Drop tears of pity with the Man of Rhime! 


E 


„„ iv. 


1 


Peter di [cltimeth Flattery—Deſeribeth the Grand Mo- 


Lax aria Prom Vera. critical Candour. 


* 


18 very true, that Flattery's 8 not my fort— - 
J cannot to Stupidity pay court 


And ſwear a face looks ſenſe, (the picture puſling) 
That boaſts no more . on than a muffin, 


And yet, a Frenchman can do this, 
And think he doth not act amiſs; j 


| Although he tells a moſt confounded lie — 


King Lewis leads me into this remark, 
Call'd by his people all, LE Grand Mo- 
NAR EB— 


A Demi-God | in every Frenchman' $ eye. 


His Portrait by ſome eh band was done, 
And then exhibited at the Salon g- 

At once a courtly Critic critici 75.— 
* Where is the brilliant eye: the charming 
e grace, | 
« The ſenſe profound that marks the Royal 
Face 


« The Soul of Lewis, that fo very wiſe i bs: 7 


Vet 


I 4 J 


Yet when he bawl'd for Senſe, he bawl'd, 1 wot, 


For furniture the head had never got. 
Reader, believe me that that this Gentleman 
Was form'd on Nature's very homely plan.— 


; Cluny i in legs and ſhoulders; head an gullet, 
His mouth abroad in ſeeming wonder loſt, 


As if its meaning had given up the ghoſt: 
His eye far duller than a leaden bullet; 
Nature ſo ſlighting the poor Royal Nob, 
As if ſhe . for i it, * the 280 pe 


5 Therefore, mould mighty C =. TO or great Lord : 


North, 


8 Both Gentlefolks of high e „ 
: T hink it worth while to ſend their faces forth, 
Jo ſtare amidſt the Rovar, ExtIBITION=— | 


If Likeneſſes, I'll not condemn the Pictures, 


To compliment thoſe mighty People” 8 polls,— = 


1 ſcorn to paſs unfair, and cruel ſtrictures, 
By aſking for the Grater, or their Souls, 
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0 D E XIV. 


Peter praiſeth Mr. Stubbs, and adminiſtereth whole- 

ſome Advice—Surpriſeth Mr. Hone with a Compli- 
 ment—Concludeth with Suſpeting the Ingratitude of 
the Royal Academicians. 


— 
* 


EL L- pleas'd thy Horſes, Stubbs, Lview, 
And eke thy Dogs to Nature true: 
Let modern Artiſts match thee if they can 
Bauch animals thy genius ſui.— 
Then ſtick, I beg thee, to the Brute, 
55 And meddle not with ws, nor with Man. | 


: And = for M . Nathan 1 N 
Ihn portrait thou'rt as much alone, 
As! in his Landſcape ſtands th' unrivall'd Claud 
Of pictures I have ſeen enough, 
Mueoſt vile, moſt execrable ſiuf! 5 
But none fo bad as Oe; I vow to God. 


Thus in the cauſe of Painting loyal 
Sublime I've ſung to Artiſts Royal — 
15 With Labour-pains the Muſe hath ſore been torn! 
And yet each Academic Face ; 
1 fear me hath not got the grace ; 
To ſmile upon the Bantling, now *tis born. : 
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FOR THE YEAR M.DCC.LXXXII. 


Ecce iterum Criſpings ! 
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Peter putt. —Diſplayeth ae; —Praiſeth the 
Reviewers. —Deſcribeth himſelf moſt pathetically.— - 
Conſolethj him ſelf. -—1) i/liketh the road 70 the Temple 
| of Fame by means of a piſtol, Poiſon, or 4 rope 
Addreſſeth Great Folks. —Giveth the Kine a broad 
| hint, —Affeth @ queer queſtion —Maketh as * EC 
an 1 to Genius. 


7 ONS of the Bruſh, Tm here again! 

5 At times Pindar, and Fontaine, 
Gia a poetic pearl (I fear) to ſwine! 

Por hang me, if my laſt year s Odes 

s Paid rent for * lodgings near the gods, 

| Or put one > ſprat 1 into this mouth divine, 


. The Aatic fare: or Meta "RO I craſe „Garret. 
H For 


1 
For odes my Cousix had rump-ſteaks to eat! 
So ſays Pauſaniag—loads of dainty meat! 
And this the towns of Greece, to give, thought fit : : 
The beſt hiſtorians one and all declare, 
With the moſt ſolemn air, 
The poet might have goitled till he ſplit. 


"How different far, alas! my Worlhip $ fate! 


To ſooth the horrors of an empty plate, 
Bs The grave * » Poſſeſſors of the Critic Throne 


Gave me in truth, a pretty treat 
Of flattery, mind me, not of meat; 
For Wer, poor: ſouls, like me, are ſkin and bone. ; 


No, no! with all my Lyric pow? rs, 

Im not like Mrs. Cofway' s + Hougs, 
Red as cock-turkies, plump as barn door chicken : E 
- Merit and I are miſerably off— 
We both have got a moſt conſumptive cough; 
Hunger hath long our harmleſs bones been picking. 


Merit and 1, bs innocent, fo good, 
Are like the little children in the Wood 
> See the 18 for laſt year. 
+ A ſublime picture this! the expreſſion i 18 indy Hierical, | 
Ehe fair Artiſt hath in the moſt furpriſing manner communi- 


cated to canvas the old Bard's idea of the Brandy fac'd Hours, 
See the Bliad. 


And 


E 31 1 


And ſoon, like them, ſhall lay us down and die! 
May ſome good Chriſtian Bard, in pity ſtrong, 
Turn Redbreaſt kind, and with the ſweeteſt | 
Es ſong 
Bewail our hapleſs fate with wat” ry eye! 


Poor Chatterton wits ſtary'd—with all his art! 

Some conſolation this to my lean heart — 
Like him, in holes too, ſpider- like I mope : 
And there my Rev'rence may remain, alas! 
The world will not diſcover 1 it, the aſs! 


Until 1 ſcrape acquaintance with a rope: 2 


= Then up your Walpoles, Bryants, mount like 

þ e bees; : 

iN _ Then 45 my pow” rs with adoration ſees— 

Nothing their kind civilities can hinder— 
When, like an Otho, I am found: 


and cry, 5 Who would have e this a young : 
Pindar! 2 JS 


Hanging's a diſmal road to fame— 
Piſtols and poiſon juſt the ſame— 
And, what is worſe, one can't come back again— 
Soon as the beauteous gem we find, 
We can't diſplay it to manki nd, 
: Tho? won with ſuch wry mout hs and wriglng pain. 
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EN 
ve Lords and Dukes ſo clever, ſay, 
(For you have much to give away, 


And much your gentle patronage I lack) 


Speak, is it not a crying ſin, 
That * s guts are to his chin, 


Whilſt mine are funk a wile into my back? 


Oft as his Sacred Majeſty I ſec, 
Ah! George (1 ligh) Thou haſt good things 
With thee. 


Would make me ſportive as a youthful cat : 


It is not that my foul fo loyal * 


Would wiſh to wed the Princeſs Royal, 


Or bag Archbiſhop—no! I'm not 1 0 that. 


Nor really have 1 got the grace 
To wiſh for Laureat Whitehead's s place; 
Whoſe Odes Cibberian—ſweet yet very manly, 


; Are ſet with 125 firength by Mr. Stanley. 


Would : not one ſwear that Heaw n lov'd als, 


55 There's ſuch a number of them made ? 


Bum- proof to all the flogging of the ſchools, © 


No ray of knowledge could their ſculls pervade : 


Yet, take a peep into theſe fellows breeches, 

We ſtare like congers, to obſerve their riches. 
O Genius! what a wretch art thou, 
That canſt not keep a mare nor cow, 


With 
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Flames, thunder, lightning, in confuſion meet: 


His pencil with due reverence I orcet— 


L 98 1 4 

With all thy compliment of wit ſo friſky | v4 

Whilit Folly, as a mill-horſe blind, - "+ 
Beſide his compter gold can find, 

And Sundays [port a Js _ a vb 


— Dr ; 1 1 


| O D E H. 


Peter criticiſeth. Adareſſeth the Britiſh Raphael. — 
Promiſeth Mr. Weſt great things, and, like great 
folks, breaketh his word, —Laugheth at the Figure 

- of King Charles—Laſheth that of Oliver Cromwell; . 1 
and ridiculeth the picture of Peter and Jahn running . 4 
to the Sepulchre.—Underſiandeth plain-work, and. 1 
| juſtly condemneth the ſhortneſs of the ſhirts of Mr. CE 
Weſt's Angels.—Concludeth with making that Arti if ER Te 1 
a . Mr of an American Immortality. ; 


ow for my - Cridicifin on paints, 


Where bull- dogs, heroes, ſinners, ſaints, , 1 


Behold the works of Mr. We! 
That Artiſt firſt ſhall be addreſt— 
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Still bleeding from his laſt year's wound, 
Which from my doughty lance he found; 
Methinks hear the trembling Painter bawl, 
« Why doſt thou perſecute me, Saul? 


Weſt, let me whiſper in thy ear 
Snug as a thief within a mill, 


= From me thou haſt no cauſe to fear: 


"To panegyric will I turn my ſkill; 


9 And if thy Picture I am forc'd to blame, 
' Pllfay moſt handſome things about the frame. 


Don't be caſt down—inſtead of gall, 
Molaſſes from my pen ſhall fall: 


And yet I fear thy gullet it is ſuch, 


That could I pour all Niagara down, 8 
Were Niagara praiſe, thou wouldſt not frown, 


Nor think the e gulph one drop too much. 


Ve Gods! the portrait of the King! 
A very Saracen! a glorious thing / 

: It ſhows a flaming pencil, let me tell ye. 
Methinks I fee the people ſtare, 
And, anxious for his life, declare, 


ce « King George hath got a fire- ſhip i in his belly.” 


E 
Thy Charles hat muſt I ſay to that? 
Each face unmeaning, and fo flat! 
Indeed firſt couſin to a piece of board 
But, Muſe, we've promis'd in our lays, 


To give our Yankey Painter praiſe ; 'Þ 
So, Madam, *tis $ but fair to REP our word. 


Well then, the Charles of Mr. We 70 
And Oliver, I do proteſt, 

And eke the * witneſſes of reſurrection; 
Will ſtop a hole, keep out the wind, 
And make a properer window-blind 

5 Than great 7 ee „ us'd tor horſe-proteRtion. 


They'll make good floor-cloths, eaylors mea - 
Aures, 


1 For table coverings, be treaſures, 7 
With butchers, form for flies, moſt charming Lappers; 


MO And Monday mornings at the tub, 
7 When Queens of ſuds their linen ſcrub, 
| Make for the blue-nos'd nymphs delightful wrappers, 


* Correggio's beſt pictures were aQually made uſe of is the 
Royal Stables in the North, to keep the wind from the tails of ; 
the horſes. 5 : | 


_ Peter and John. 
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Weſt, 1 forgot laſt year to fay 
Thy Angels did my delicacy hurt; | 
Their linen ſo much coarſeneſs did diſplay : 
What's worſe each had not above half a ſhirt. 
I tell thee, cambrick fine as webs of ſpiders 


Ought to have deck'd that brace of heav'nly | 
Riders. 


85 Could not their ate bee pray, jump | 
Jo ſomewhat longer for each rump? _ 
I'd buy mueh better at a Wapping ſhop, 

By vulgar tongues baptiz'd a ſop! 
Do mind, my friend, thy hits another time, 

5 And thou ſhalt cut a figure i in my rhime : 2 


' Sublimely t tow! ring "midſt th' Atantic roar, 
I'll waft thy praiſes to thy * native ſhore; 


Where Liberty $ brave ſons their Pœans ſing, 


And my ſcoundrel Convi& i is a king. 


e ODE 
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ODE 18. 


7 he Poet addrefſſeth Mr. de ce 
great Scripture erudition—Condemneth Mr. Gainſ— 
 borough's FPlagiariſiu.— Giveth the Artiſt wholſome 
advice —Praiſeth the Corniſh Boy ; and Joes fine 
OE to Jackſon. 


Tow, Gainſborough, let me view thy Mining 
labours, 


Who, mounted on thy painting throne, 
On other Brufhmen look'ſt contemptuous down, 
Like our great Admirals on a gang of [wabbers. 


My eyes, broad 15 805 Wonder leads 
To yon dear * neſt of Royal heads! 
How each the ſoul of my attention pulls! 
| Suppoſe, my friend, thou giv 't che frame 
A pretty little Bible name 


And call'ſt! it Golgetha, : the place of Sells? 


Say, did thou really paint em (to de free)? : 
An Angel finiſh'd Luke's tranſcendent line— 

Perchance that civil Angel was with thee— 
Por let me periſh if I think them thine. 


* A frame full 7 heads, i in moſt buntble imitation of the Royal 
Family. 
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Thy * Dogs are good!—but yet, to make thee 
ſtare, 


The piece hath gain'd a number of deriders— 
They tell thee Genius in it had no ſhare, 


8 But aſt thou foully ſtol'ſt the Curs from Snyders. 


Ido not blame thy borrowing : a hint, 
For, to be plain, there's nothing in't— 


: The man who ſcorns to do it is a log: 


An eye, an ear, a tail, a noſe, 
Were modeſty, one might ſuppoſe; ; 


Bur, Z—ds! thou muſt not ane the whole Deg. 


0 Gainſporough, Name plaineth "IEG 
That thou haſt kick'd her out of door, 


Who, in her bounteous gifts, hath been ſo free 
To cull ſuch genius out for thee— 
Lo! all thy efforts without her are vain! 

Go find her, Kiſs her, and be friends again. 


Speak; Muſe, who form'd that matchleſs head ; 
The Corniſh Boy +, in rin mines bred; 
Vhote native genius, like his diamonds, ſhone 


In ſecret, till chance gave him to the ſun-— 
»Tis Jackſon's portrait—put the laurel on it, 
While to that tuneful Swan I pour a Sonnet. 


A picture of Boys ſetting Dogs to light. 
FOr 


SONNE I. 


1 


S O NN E T. 
To 3. CA K S 0 N. of Exeres, 


= (NCHANTING Hapmonlft the art is ie 
= - Unmatch'd, to pour the ſoul-diffolving air, 

That ſeems poor weeping Virtue's hymn divine, 
Soothing the wounded boſom of 9 


O ſay, what Minſtrel of the ſky hath giv'n 
Io ſwell the dirge, fo muſically lorn? 
Declare, hath dove-ey'd Pity left her heay” 'n, 
= And lent thy happy hand her tyre to mourn? 
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8⁰ ſad thy ſonge of bopelels hearts complain, 
| Love, from his Cyprian iſle, prepares to fly ; 
He haſtes to liſten to thy tender ſtrain, 
And learn from thee to breathe a ſweeter ſigh. 
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ODE v. 


The Great Peter, by a bold Pindaric jump, leapeth fron 
"Danner to G ull-catching. 


ö E ADE R. doſt know the mode of catching 
"Gulls? | 


ff not, I will inform thee—Take a board 


And place a fiſh upon it for the fools 


A aa or any: fiſh by! Gulls ador' d: 


Thoſe birds who love a \ lofiy fight, | 
And ſometimes bid the Sun good night; 5 


Spying the glittering bait that floats below; ; 


Sans ceremonie, down they ruſh, 


(For Gulls bave got no manners) on they puſh, 


i And what's the pretty conſequence, I trow? 


They ſtrike their gentle jobbernowls of lead 


Plump on the board—then lie like Boobies 
"O80: 


Reader, thou need? ſt not beat FR brains about, 
To make ſo plain an application out— 


There's many a painting Puppy, take my word, 
Who knocks his lilly head 3 a board 


That" 


7 [ 61 ] 


— 


5 That might have bed the ſlate made a good 
70 Jailer, 
a A Nightman, or a tolerable Taylor. 
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Peter di ſeovereth n. more + Scriproral E radition.=—Groweth 
| farcaſtic on the Exhibition'—Giveth 4 wonderful . 
account of Si. Dennis. —Bluſbeth for the honour of e 
His country.—Talketh ſen: bly of the Duc de Chartres 5 
and the French . 


on IND me in Sodom out, wed 0 exchin'd the i 
F | = 
0 © Ten Gentlemen, the place ſha'n 't be un town d 
45 That! 1s, 1 will not burn it ev'ry board 
The dev'l a Gentleman was to be found! 
But this was rather hard, ſince Heav'n well knew 


That ev'ry Fellow in it was a Jew, 


This houſe is nearly i in the ſame condition— 
Scarce are good things amid thoſe wide abodes— 
Find me ten pictures in this Exhibition 
Hi | That ought not to be d—n'd, PH burn my Odes! 
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[61] 
And then the world will be in fits and vapours, 
| Juſt as it was for poor Lord Mansfield's papers“. 


St. Dennis, when his jowl was taken off, 


 Hugg'd it, and kiſs'd it—carried it a mile — 


This was a pleaſant miracle enough, 


That maketh many an Unbeliever ſmile. 


5 40 blood! *tis 4 liel you roar—Pray do not ſwear, | 


You may believe the wondrous tale indeed ! 


Speak, haven't you ſaid that man y a Picture here, 


Was really done by folks without a head? 


And havn't you ſworn this inſtant with ſurpriſe, 


That he who 4 that thing had neither hands nor 
eyes? | 


How | is it that fack miſerable tu, 


The walls of this ſtupendous building 1 5 
The Council's Ears with pleaſure I could cuff; 

Mind me—l don't ſay batter out their brains. 
What will Duke Chartres ſay when he goes home, 
And tells King Lewis all about the Room? 


„To the irreparable loſs of the public, and that great Law 
Expounder, burnt! burnt in Lord George Gordon's religious 


conflagration.— The newſpapers howled, for months. over their 


Aſhes. ——Obe fatir oh. - 


Why, 
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Why, viewing ſuch a ſet of red-hot Heads, 


Our Exhibition he will liken Hel} to; 


Then to the Monarch, who both writes and reads, 


Give hand- bills of the Wonderous Katterſelto; 
Swearing th Academy was all ſo flat, g 
He'd rather ſee the Wizard and his Cat. 


| ODE vn. 


The Britiſh Peter elegantly and n 2 his 


Great Couſin of Thebes-—Talketh of Fame.—Horſe- 
| whippeth the Painters * turning their own 1 
petert. | | 


\ Deſultory way of writing, 
A hop, and ſtep, and jump, mode of inditig, 


My tot and wiſe relation, Pindar, boaſted : 


Or (for 1 love the bard to flatter) 

By jerks, like Boar-pigs making water, 
Whatever firſt came in his ſconce, 

Bounce, out it flew, like bottle ale, at once, 


A Cock, a Bull, a Whale, a Soldier roaſted. 


What ſharks we mortals are for ame! 5 
How, poacher-like, we hunt the game! 
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No matter for it, how we play the fool. 5 


And yet, *tis pleaſing our own laud to bear, 
And really very natural to prefer 


One Grain of Praiſe to Pounds of Ridicule. 


Pre loſt all patience with the trade 
1 mean the Painters—who can't ſtay 


To ſee their works by criticiſm diſplay” d, 


And hear what others have to ſay; 
But calling Fame a vile old lazy trumpet, 5 


Sound their own praiſe from their own. » Penny 


"trumpet. 


Amidſt the hurly-burly of my hols 
Where the mad Lyric Muſe, with pain, 
Hammering hard verſe, her ſkill employs, 
And beats a tinman's ſhop in noiſe ; n 

| Catching wild tropes and ſimilies, 

That hop about like ſwarms of fleag— _ 
We've lot Sir Foſbua—Ah ! that charming Elf, 
I'm griev'd to ſay, hath this year loſt him/elf. 


Oh! Richard, thy + St. George, ſo brave, 
| Wiſdom and Prudence could not ſave 


* At the beginning of the Exhibition the public 2 
ſwarmed with thoſe ſelf-adulators. 


I See Mr. Coſway's picture of Prudence, Wiſdom, and Va- 
lour, ng St, George | 


Prom 


- e 
From being: foully murder'd, my good friend: 
Some weep to ſee the woful figure, 


Whilſt others laugh, and many ſnigger, 
As if their mirth would never have an end. 


Prithee accept th' advice I give with ſorrow 
Of poor St. George the uſeleſs armour borrow, 1 
| To guard thy own poor corpſe—don't be a mule= — .Y 
1 Take it—ev'n now thou'rt like a hedgehog quill d, 4 
be OY Richard, 1 hope 1 in God thou art not Ai. 
| By the dire ſhafts of merc'leſs ridicule, 


Pity i it is! tis true, *tis pity! 
As Shakeſpeare lamentably 67 

That thou, in this obſerving City, 
1 Thus runn'ſt a wh-r- ng after PRAlsEk: 
with ftrong deſires 1 really think thee fraught ; ; 
2 But, Dick, the Nymph ſo oy will not be caught. 


Vet, for 5 FRE PR Pg OTE 

In this thy wounded pride may refuge find— 
This of the Sage wha wanted a fine piece: 
. : Who went, in vain, five hundred miles at leaſt, 
On Lais, a ſweet fille de joie, to tealt— 
Dos : T he Mrs. Robinſon of Greece. 


; Prithec give up, and fave the paints and oll ; 
And don't whole acres of good canvaſs tall; 
3 Thou'lt 


e L 66 } 


Thou'lt ay, Lord! many hundreds do like me.” 
Lord! ſo have fellows robb'd—nay, further, 
Hundreds of villains have committed Murther ; 

But, Richard, are theſe Precedents for thee? 


ODE vil. 


Peter groweth facetious. 


-ATURE's a coarſe, vile, daubing jade— 


Pve ſaid it often, and repeat it 
She doth not underſtand her trade — 
: Artiſts, ne'er r mind ber work, I hope 8 beat il. 


Lock now, for heaven's ſake, at her ſkies ! 
What are they ?—Smoke, for certainty, I know; 
From chimney-tops, behold ! they riſe, 

Made by ſome ſweating Cooks below. 


Lock at her dirt in lanes, from whence it comes: 
From hogs, and ducks, and geeſe, and horſes bums— 


Ihen tell me, Decency, I muſt requeſt, 
Who'd copy ſuch a dev'liſn naſty beaſt? 


Paint 
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Paint by the yard your canvaſs ſpread 
Broad as the mainſail of a man of war— _ 

Your Whale ſhall eat up ev'ry other Head, 
Ev'n as ebe Sun licks up each NY Star! 


1 do affure you, bulk is no bad trick— | 
By bulky things both Men and Maids are taken— 
Mind too, to lay the paints like mortar thick, 


And make your picture look as red as Bacon, 


All folks love / e, believe my rhime, 
Burke vs *tis pars of the Sublime. 


A Dichten, I forget his name—Pan Grout, 
Van Slabbercheps, Van Stink, Van Swab, 

No matter, tho” I cannot make it out— : 
At calling names [ never was a dab: 


This Dutchman then, a man of taſte, 
Holding a cheeſe that weigh'd a hundred pound, 
Thus, like a e hooks with judgment 


x vaſt, 


«& No Poet like my broder ſtep de ground: 


He be de beſteſt poet, loox! 
T7 Dat all de vorld muſt pleaſe ; | 
“ Vor he heb vrite von book, 
i 80 big as all dis cheeſe /” 


* * 


Give me the pencil whoſe amazing ſtyle 


E 


If at a diſtance you would paint a Pig, 
Make out each ſingle briſtte on his back: 
Or if your meaner ſubject be a Wig, 

Let not the caxon a di/tineneſs lack; 


Elſe, all the Lady Critics will ſo ſtare, 
And, e vow, „is not a bit like hair 3 


Be not as glaſs—like Deakin; finiſh high: | 
Then every tongue commends : 
For people jud ge not only by the eye, 
But cel your merit bY their finger-ends; 


Nav! cloſely ning, ofer the Picture, dwell ; 
As if to try the Goodneſs by the Smell. 


 Claude's e ave thn FR RT 
One floating ſcene nothing made out— 
For which he ought to be abus'd, 


Whoſe works have been ſo cried about. 


% 


Makes a Bird's beak appear at twenty mile; 
And to my view, eyes, legs and claws, will bring, 
With ev'ry feather of lis tail and wing. 


Make all your trees alike, for Nature's cod - 


Fond of variety, a way ward child 


To blame your taſte ſome blockheads may preſume; 
But, mind that ev'ry one be like a Broom, | 3 
0 


1 6 


Of Steel and pureſt Silver form your Waters, 
| . And make your Clouds like Rocks and Alligators. 


Whene'er you paint the Moon, if you are willing 
To gain: applauſe — hy paint her like a Shilling: 
Or Sor's bright orb be ſure to make him — 

Preciſely like a Guinea, or * Jo. 

In ſhort, to get your Pictures prais'd and ſold, 
e like Midas, ev'ry thing to Gold. 


1 ſee, at excellence, you'll come at laſt— — 
Your Clouds are made of very brilliant ſtuff; 
The blues on China Mugs are now furpaſs'd, 


Your Sun-ſets yield not to Brick-walls, nor Buff. | 

In Stumps of Trees your art fo finely thrives, 
They really look like Golden-hafted Knives! 

Go on, my Lads—leaye Nature's diſmal hue, 


And She ere long will come and ur Tot ou. 


* A Portugal Coin hart called a Johannes, 


1 
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The ſublime Peter concludeth in a Sweat. 


H Us have 1 finiſh'd, for this time, 
My Odes, a little wild and rambling— 
| May people bite like Gudgeons at my rhime! 
llong to fee them ſerambling— 75 
Then very ſoon I'll give *em more (God willing) 
But this is full ſufficient for a f Shilling 
For ſuch a trifle, ſuch a heap 
Indeed, 1 fell my . too cheap. 
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2} Finiſt/d. a diſappointed Artiſt cries, 
_ ur Wich open mouth, and ſtraining eyes; | 
1 k f . 
Gaping for praiſe, like a young Crow for * : 

« Lord! why, you have not mention'd me / i 


Mention'd Thee? 
: Thy impudence bath put me in a 25 
What rage for Fame attends both Great and | 
Small! 1 . 


* EE 


Better be d—wd than mention? d not at all! / 


W. Now Fighteen W with Additions. 
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[The divine Peter giveth an account of a conference 
e held, laſt year with Satire, who adviſeth him to . 
attack ſome of the R. A's. 10 tear Mr. Weſt's : 

<oorks to pieces, abuſe Mr. Gainſborough, fall foul 

of Mrs. Coſway's Sampſon, and give a gentle firoke 
on the back of Mr. Rigaud.—The Poet's gentle 

anſiwer to Satire.—T, he Ode of Remonſtrance that 

Peter received on account of his LYRICS Satire 5 
e 8 lun. e 


for, not this year the lyric Feier 1 
4 6 The great K R. A's. have wiſh'd my ang 
« to ceaſe; 5 h | 
A 1 will not pluck a feather from your wings,— 
„ So, Sons of Canvaſs ! take your naps in 
ee 


1; MN Such 


Too: | 
Such was my laſt year's gracious ſpeech, 
Sweet as the King's to Commons and to Peers, 


Always with ſenſe and tropes as plum-cake rich ; 
A luſcious banquet for his people's ears! 


” . b 


6 Not write!“ cry'd Satire, red as fire with rage, | 
** This inſtant glorious war with Dulneſs wage; 
Take, take my ſupple- jack, 

% Play St. Bartholomew with many a back! 

e Flay half the Academic i imps alive! 
Smoke, ſmoke the drones of that upendous 
5 hive. 


La 


6 « Begin with u George $ 15 Weſt; 
. « And then proceed in order with the reſt: 
This moment knock me down his Maſter Moſes *, 
On Sinai's Mountain, where his noſe is 
* Cock'd up fo pertly plumb againſt the Lord, 
Upon my word, 
With all that eaſe to Him hs cles - 
As if that Heaven and he were hand and cho 
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; Indeed, 4 quoth L: « | the piece hath points of ; 
„ 
Though n not poly throughout of vu pri. 
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* Mete receiving the wg; on Mount Sinai, 
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1 
„What! p anſwer'd Satire, «© not knock Moſes 
« down? 
O ſtupid Peter! what the devil mean ye? 
« He looks a poor pert barber. of the town, 
« With paper ſign board Out,— — Shave for a 
cc e 


h 


* 


Obſerve the piteous Iſraelite once more— 

«© Wears he the countenance that ſhould adore? | 
No! *tis a ſon of lather, —a rank prig ; 
Who ſtead of fetching the moſt ſacred Law, 
With ſober LOOKS, and reverential WE., 

on. Seems Foy tripping up to fetch a Wis. 


Oo 


5 


6 


di i be der bid the Mk 
Fall furious on the groupe of Jews, 


CT 


„For by each phiz, (1 ſpeak without a gibe) 
ne There” s not an Iſraelite in all the tribe— 
6 Not that they : are encumbered by the Graces. : 


- v6, Sinks ff the head of Jeremiah TED 
* And break the bones of old Ifaiah+; 


* A Picture by Mr, Weſt. 
| + Another Picture by Weſt. 
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Whoſe ſhoulders are ador d with Chr Nian nn, 
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Down with the duck-wing'd Angels“, that abreaſt 
6 Stretch from a thing called cloud, and by--” 
« their looks, 


& Wear more the viſage of young rooks 
60 Cawing for victuals from their neſt. 


an 


C 


A 
A 


Deal dein borougd a laſh for pride ſo ſtiff, 


% Who robs us of ſuch pleaſure for a miff; 
„ Whoſe pencil, when he chuſes can be chaſte, 
ce Give Nature” 8 form, and . the eye of 1 LASTE. 


6 of cuts on Sampſon + dow? t be leg, 
60 Between two garden- -rollers ſtaring, 
„Show by the lovely Dalilah foul play! 


Ce To atoms tear that [ Frenchman's traſh, 


4 Then bountifully deal the laß 
5 On 1 9s as dar'd to dub him a an R. * 


| This Satire to the ks Poet cry 4 
i And thus, with lamblike ſweetneſs, 1 reply'd: 


« Dear 8 Satire! pray conſult my - lite and caſe ; ; 


0 Were to write whatever you deſire, 


The fat would all be ſairly in the fire,— 
„ R., A. s tur round me like a ſwarm of = 


In the 1 a {7 by Weſt. : 
f A Pictu. re by Mrs, Col, Cay, b Rigaud, 


B 
& Or like a flock of ſmall birds round a fowl 
«© Of ſolemn ene RT Owl.” 


Quoth I, 643 Satire, I'm a fimple pennt, 

« Muſt make my fortune, therefore not ſpeak truth, 
« Altho' as ſterling as the holy bible. — 
* Truth makes it (Mansfield ſays) the more a bel: 
« I ſhall not ſicep in peace within my hutch; | = 
Like Doctor Johnion” » I have wrote too much. | 


When Mount Veſuvius + pour'd his flames, 
And frighten'd all the Naples dames, 
What did the Ladies of the city do! 
Why, order'd a fat Cardinal to go Th ODS 
With good Sr, Januarius? $ head, 9 
And {hob zC it at 1412 = Mountain "midſt his riot, 
Tot try to keep the Bully quiet : Foo 

Ti: Parſcn went, and ſhook the jow!, and ſped; 

Snug was the word—the flames at once kept houſe, : 

The bet Gwing Mountain Was As mute 's a moule. | 


The ſtory goes that Sam; before his cite re- 
Plice. to his pre ent Majelty, in the Library at Puckingbam i 
= ons, 1 ing akk ed by the Monarch, . iy he did not write 
more?“ , leaſe your ] Majeſty, I have written 7 ec ach,” So 
candid a a declaration, of which the ſturdy Mor alilt did not beliete 


ylsbie, procured him a penſion, and a mz e. 


1 See Sir W Jam 8 account. 


Thus, 


1 3 


Thus, ſhould Lord Mansfield from his bench agree 
Bn” Jo ſhake his lion mane-like wig at me, 

| And bid his grim-Jook'*d Myrmidons affail :— 
With heads Meduſan, and with heart of bone 
Who, if they did not turn me into fone, 
— rn my limbs, 75 oe, into Jail, Y 


Read, read this Ode, jolt come to hand, 
Giving the Muſe to underſtand 
That cruelty and ſcandal ſwell her ſong, 


And that” twere better far ſhe held her tongue. 


1 To PE TRA DOM D SN, 0 


nous AND fans: upon a ſummer” $ day, 

Were ſporting *midſt the ſunny ray,” 

In a large pool, reflecting every face: — 
They ſhow'd their gold lac'd cloaths with pride, 
In harmleſs ſallies, frequent vied,”- © 

And gamboV'd ne the water with : a grace. 
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It happen'd chat a peed of boys, 
= Obſervant of their harmleſs j joys, 

_ Thovghtleſs, reſolv'd to ſpoil their happy ſport ;. 
One frenzy ſeiz'd both great and ſmall, 

On the poor frogs the rogues began to fall, | 
Meaning to ſplaſh them, not to do them burt. 


1 


As Milton quaintly ſings, the ſtones gan pour, 
" Indeed an Otaheite ſhnow'r! 
The conſequence was dreadful, let me tell ye; * 
One's eye was beat out of his head; — 
Ihbis limp'd away, that lay for dead, — 
| Here mourn'd a broken back, and there 2 belly. 


Amongſt the ſmitten, it was "BY 
Their beauteous Quern receiv'd a wound; 
The blow gave cv'ry heart a ſigh, 
And drew a tear from ev'ry eye — — 


| At tength King CROAR got up, and thus begun 
46 My lads, mu think this very pretty fun! _ 


700 Your cebbles round us fly as thick at * 
6e Have warmly complimented all our chops ;— 
« To you I gueſs that theſe are pleaſant Aas! 5 
And ſo they might be to ws Frogs, 
* You damn'd, young, good for-nothing dogs, 
c But that they are ſo hard, Ss break our bones.“ 


: Peter!“ thou mark'ſt the meaning of this fable— 
So put thy Pegaſus into the ſtable ; 
Nor wanton thus with cruel pride, 


Mad, Jehu- like, o'er harmleſs people ride. 


To 
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To drop the e Fair *, 


| Whoſe works thy Muſe forbore to os 

| Is bleſt with talents Envy muſt approve ; | 
And didſt thou know her heart, thou'dſt — 
&« Perdition catch the idle lay“ 

Then ſtrike Ty Lyre 1 to Innocence and Love. 8 


0 Poh! poh!” cry'd Satire, wh a mile, 

"0: Where i is the glorious freedom of our Iſle, 
a + © permitted to call names?“ 
Methought the argument had weight— 
Satire,“ quoth I, © you're very right“ i 
80 once more forth volcanic Peter flames! 


- Mrs. Coſway. 
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For Heaven' 8 fake, Muſe, be point : 


o DE u. 


The Poet carrefeth the Muſe's warmth, who beginneth 


with little leſs than calling names —Hinteth at ſome 
academic Giants—And concludeth with a pair Yo apt 
and elegant Similics. | 


1AGRAGS and Bobtails of the haered 
Bruſh !!?—— 


—Huſh! ! 


huſh! huſk! 
The Ode with too much violence wks - 


The great R. A.'s ſo jealous of their fame, 
Will all declare of them, we make a game, 


; And then, the Lord have mercy on our ſkins 5 


Think what a formidable Phalanx, Muſe, 


Strengthen'd by Meſſicurs We, and Rigaud, 


and Co. 
How dangerous ſuch a body to abuſe! 


Then there's among the 4 crew, 

A MAN, that made the preſident look blue? 
Brandiſn'd his weapon—with a whirlwind's W 
We Tore by the roots his . diſcourſes ; * 


3 
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Mr. Barry. 


M- And 


1 4 
And ſwore his own fweet Iriſh howl could pour 
A half a dozen ſuch, in half an hour, 


Be prudent, F more 1 pray 

In vain I preach! th' advice is thrown away: 
Ev'n now you turn your noſe up with a fneer, 
And cry Lord! Reynolds hath no cauſe to fcar: 
When Barry dares the Preſident to fly on, 
Ii like a Mouſe, that, work'd into a rage, 
| Daring moſt dreadful war to wage, 
Nibbles the tail of the Nemæan Lion. 


Or like a Looks, of mettle full, 
= N urs'd | in ſome Giant's ſkull— 
| Becauſe Goliath ſcratch'd him as he fed, 
Employs with vehemence his angry claws, 
And gaping, grinning, formidable jaws, 
Io carry off the Grant's Heap! | 


ODE 
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The Poet addreſiu Sir William 1 a Gentle- 
men of conſequence in the Election of R. A.'s—He | 
| accuſeth the Knight of a partial and ridiculous 
diſtribution of the Academic Honour, breateneth 
Him with Rhimg— Adv) N a N 


Orr minute, gentle Irony, retire- 
| Behold! I'm graver than a * = 7 

The Muſe with bile hot as fire, 
Could call fool, puppy, block bead, and what not ? * 
As brother Horace has it —tumet jecur : 

Nor i in her angry prografy will I check her, 


Im told, that oem hath been long at work 
I0 bring th' Academy into diſgrace; 
Oh! may that Member's b=ck—de feel his fork, 
Who dares to violate the ſacred place! 
Who dares the devil join 
In ſo nefarious a deſign ? 
5 Vet, lo! what dolts the honours claim! 
I leave their Works to tell their name. 


M2 5 Th 


L 84 ] 
Th“ Academy is ; like a microſcope— 
For by the magnifying power, are ſeen 
Objects, that for attention ne er could hope; 
| No more, alas ! than if they ne'er had beer. 


| Sorarea building, and ſo grac'd 

With monuments of ancient taſte, 
Statutes and Buſts, Relievos and Intaglios; . 
F.oor ſuch poor things to watch the treaſure, 
Is laughable beyond all meaſure— 
'Tis juſt like Eunuchs put to | guard e, 2 


Think not, Sir William, I'm in jeſt— 

0 By Heaven! I will not let thee reſt: 

- Yer thou mayꝰſt bluſter like bull-beef ſo big r | 
And of thy own importance full, 

Z Exclaim—“ Great cry, and little wn 225 
As Satan holla'd, when he ſhav'd the Pig. 


Ves, thou ſhalt feel my 3 of ſatire, 

And find that /calping is a ſerious matter; 
Shock d at th' abuſe, how rage inflames my veins! 

Who can help . when ſuch 2 he 
= 


1 crept to th Academy by ways and means. 
Like mites and (kippers i in a Cheſhire cheeſe? 7 


What 
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What beings will the next year 's choice diſcloſe, | 
The Academic liſt to grace? 
Some ſheletons of art, I do ſuppoſe, 
That . to bluſh to ſhow their face, 
Sit William! tremble at the Muſe's $ tongue; ; 
* Parnaſſus boaſts a formidable throng! 
All people recollect poor Marſyas“ fate, 
| Save ſuch as are dead, drunk, or faſt afleep : 
Apollo tied the culprit to a gate, 
| And flay'd him as a butcher flays a ſheep : 
And why?—Lord! not as hiſtory rehearſes, 
Becauſe he ſcorn'd his piping —but his verſes : | 
In vain, like a poor pilloried punk, he bawl'd 
And kick'd and writh'd, and ſaid his | ar rs, and 
ſprawl'd; 8 
»Twas all in vain=the od purſa'd his port, 
And pull'd his hide off —as you'd pull your ſhirt! 
Then bid not rage the Muſe's ſoul inflame, © 
Whoſe my voice damnation makes or Fane, 


You'll aſk me, perhaps, « Good Maſter Peter, 
04 ms 8 
„What right have you to ſpeak?” —then pertly 
mile: 


Pn tell you, Sir—My ck help'd to pay 
For Vat that expeniivy pile, 


A pile 


Rn Ante ak oe nfl 


Seme people love the converſe of low folks 
To gain broad grins for good-for-nothing jokes 
Tho' thou midſt dulneſs, may'ſt be pleas'd to ſpine, 
Reynolds ſhall ne er fit cheek-by-joul with Swine, 


[86 J 


A pile that credit to the nation gains, = 
And does ome honour to your worſhip” $ brains, 


Of monſtrous uſe in dirty weather: 


It made a tax on butcher's ſhops, 
o ſpread its influence o'er poetic chops ; 
A moſt alarming tax to ev'ry Poet, 
Whoſe poor lank — ribs with ſorrow how 


it. 


re Sir ROE | n mend 5 Ow 


ners: 


ODE 
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ODE I. 


The Poet again payeth his reſpects to Sir William | 


Chambers—Complaineth of his illiberality in hi. 
e of K A tim ts bin-mjeny 


ith Prudence, whom he deſcribeth moſt naturally. 


— He threateneth the K night—And concludeth with . 


a beautiful « Simi. 
HE Muſe is in the fidgets—can' t ſit Uu 


She muſt have t'other talk with you, Sir Will. 


Since her laſt Ode, with ſorrow hath ſhe heard 


You want not men with heav'nly genius bleſt, 


But with the title of R. A. conferr'd 


On ſuch as catch the bugs, and ſweep the u. | 


ders beſt, 
Waſh of the larger ſtatutes beſt, the faces, 


And clean the dirty linen of the Gzacss :. 


Scour beſt the ſkins of the young marble brats— 


Trap mice, and clear th' Academy from rats. 


You look for men whoſe heads are rather tubbi iſh, 


Or, drum. like, better form'd for found than 


ſenſe; 
' Pleag'd with the ine Arabian to diſpenſe, 


You want the big-bon'd tobe for your rubbiſh, 


Raiſe 


umu ug * * 
Nr 1 
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E 
Raiſe not the Muſe's anger, I deſire; 
High- born, fhe's hotter than the lightning's fire. 


And proud! (believe the Poet's word) 
Proud as the Lady of a new-made Lord: 
Proud, as in all her gorgeous trappings areſt, 


Fat Lady Mayoreſs at a City feaſt; 


Whoſe ſpouſe makes wigs, or fome ſuch glorious 
thing, 


Shoes, gloves, hats, nightcaps, breeches for the 
King: 


Prudence, Sir William, is a jewel 


Is cloaths, and meat, and drink, and fuel! 
Prudence! for man the very beſt of wives, 
Whom Barps have /e/dom met with in their lives ; 7 


Which, certes, doth account for, in ſome meaſure, | 
Their grievous want of wordly treaſure, 


Y On which the greateſt blockheads make their brags; 


And ſhoweth why we ſee, inſtead of lace, 
About the Poet's back, with little grace, 
Thoſe Huttering, French-like followers—call'd RAGS. 


Prudence / 2 ſweet, ; obliging, curtſying laſs, 

Fit, through this hypocritic world to paſs! 
Who kept at firſt a little pedling ſhop, 

Swept her own room, twirl'd her own mop, 
| Waſh'd her own ſmocks, caught her own fleas, 
And roſe to n. and fortune by degrees; ; 


Who, 


„ 
Who, when ſhe enter*d other people's houſes, 
Till ſpoke to, was as ſilent as a mouſe is; 
And of opinions, though poſleſs'd a ſtore, 
She left them with her pattens—at the door. 


Sir William, you re a Hound.“ 4 and hunting fame ;j— 
Undoubtedly the woman is fair game : 


But, Nimrod, mind my Muſe i IS whipper-in 
So that if ever you diſgrace, 
By turning cur, your noble race, 
The Lord have mercy on your — 8 ſein! 3 


EEE Rene | 


0 D 


25 The Poet openeth his account of the Exhibitors at the 
Y Academy—Praiſeth Reynolds— Half damneth Mr. 
Z Weſt— Completely damneth Mr. Wright, of Derby 
35  —mentioneth Mr. Fuſeli - Complimenteth Mr. Opie. 


USE, ſing the wonders of the preſent year : 
Declare what works of ſterling worth appear. 
"Reynolds, his heads divine, as uſual, gives, 


Where Guido' s, Rubens”, Titian' s genius lives! 


N Works! 
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| Works! I'm afraid, like beauty of rare quality, 
Born ſoon to fade too ſubject to mortality! 


ey mon judiciouſſy my counſel makes; 

Paints by the acre—witneſs Parſon Peter eld 
For garbs, he very pretty blankets makes, 
e praiſes 1 in the ſweeteſt metre. 


7 S 1 — al 
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The fleſh of Peter? 8 i is not 30% — 


Too much like! ivory, and ſtone, and wood; _ 
Nor of the figures, dare I praiſe th expreſſion, | 
With : ſome folks ought: a trifle of eee. 2 f 


| We 975 your 2 Supper | is a hungry piece 
| Your Tyburn Saints will not your fide Wee : 
With looks ſo thieviſh, with ſuch ſkins of copper! 
e they for fale, as Heaven' s my judge, 
10 give ſive farthings for them 1 ſhould grudge, ONT | 
Nay, ev'n my old tobacco ſtopper. Sd 7, = 


Candour n own, that frequendy thy paints 
Have play'd the devil with the Saint: 
For me“ I fancy them like doves and throfles! 2 
= But thou, if we believe hy art, 
Enough to make us pious Chriſtians ſtart, 
Haſt Very W f notions of Apoſtles. 


N * Peter 3 Mr. Weſt. | 5 
e What F 
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What of thy * landſcape ſhall I 15 


Holding the old white ſow, and ſuckling litter £ 
Curs'd be the moment, curs'd the day, 

Thou gav'ſt the Muſe ſuch reaſon to be bitter! 
But, Muſe, be ſoft, and gently, gently figh— 


1 More damned ſtuff was never ſeen by eee 


Yet mind! thy Landſcape equals Derby /I Tight" q '+, 


Whoſe canvas gives us very di iſmal nights: 


O'er woolen hills, where gold and filver moons, 
Now mount like Sixpencet, and now Balloons; 


Where curling wild, in different directions, 
Nice vermicelli repreſents refletions ! 


In ſhort, where ev'ry thing we ſee appear, 


8 Seems to exclaim— What buſineſs have we e here 5 5 


Fuſeli reſumes the bruſh to > aha the few: 
: He deems the million, ſenſeleſs, arrant crew 
For ridicule ;—juſt fit to make a feaſt— 


A Caliban—a great unjudging beaſt, 


Whoſe crab-like foul to no great heights can climb, 


And therefore cannot feel the true e 


Opie this year (0 ſay his forms and faces) 


Hath ebe to pick acquaintance with the Gsacks. 


* A moſt vitiable' performance indeed, —It may be fairly 


called the Dotage of the Art. 


- T A Painter of We lade N g 
| T But 


l 
But where are all his old heads flown ?* 
Pray, Maſter Opie, leave your tricks, 


And let our eyes ſometimes on pictures ſix 
Tant Rembrandt had been ke to on. 


0 K F. 


De Poet adareſſeth Majehy—Pleadeth the cauſe of 
Poor, ftarving Poetry He acknowledgeth in a for- 
mer Ode the kindueſſes of Fame, yet throweth out a 


Hint to his Majeſty that his finances may be im- 
DOES relateth a marvellous ſtory of a Je- | 


eee ſomething Jmilar t his Hove 
72 


| N'T pleaſe your Majeſty, I'm overjoy'd 
To find your family ſo fond of dne: 


I wiſh her fiſter POETRY employ'd—— 

Poor, dear, neglected girl! with hunger faint- 
ug. : - 
| Your Royal Grandfire, (truſt me, I'm no ber) 
Was vaſtly fond of Om Cibber. 


For | 


2 * r 


* 
For ſubjeQs, how his Majeſty would hunt! 
And if a battle grac'd the Rhine, or Weſer, 


He'd cry“ Mine Poet ſal mak Ode upon't! 
e Then forth there came a ng Ode to Caſar, 


Dread Sire, pray recollect a bit 
Some glorious action of your life ; ; 
And then your humble Poet's wit, 
| Sharp as a razor, or a new-ground knife, 
Shall mount you on her glorious Balloon Odes, 
Like Rome” $ great Caeſar, to th' immortal Gops * 8. 


4 Naples' Jeſuit, Hirroxr Aeclires, . 
On flips. of paper ſcribbled prayers, 
Which ſhow'd of wiſdom great profundity, 
Then ſold them to the country folks, 
To give their turkies, hens, and ducks, 
To bring Increaſe of fowl- fecundity: 


It anſwer'd—On their turkies, ducks, _ bens, | 
The country people all were full of brags 
Whoſe little bums, in barns, and mows, and tens, 

Squat down, and laid like conjuration bags. 


I wiſh this ſage experiment were try'd 
Upon the Muſe my gentle bride; 


* Diviſum Imperium, cum Jove, Cæſar habet, 


And 


1 


And ſlips of paper giv'n her, with this ey — 
Pay to the bearer fifty pounds at ſight.“ 
Her ſweet prolific pow'rs *twould ſo delight, 

She'd breed like a tame rabbit, or a hare! 55 


ODE vu. 


Peter's account of wonderful Reliques in France, with 
the devotion paid them The ſenſible application is 


Painters and Painting, by way of Simile. 


N France ſome years ago—ſome twenty three, 


At a fam'd Church, where hundreds daily 


joſtle, 
1 wiſely paid a Prieſt ſix fous to ſee 
The thumb of Thomas the Apoſtle, 


; Gig upon Tom” 8 thumb, with me in wonder, 


The rabble rais'd its eyes—like 1 in thunder ; * 


Becauſe in virtues it was vaſtly rich, 
Had cur'd poſſeſs'd of devils, and the itch 3 |: 

| Work'd various wonders on a ſcabby pate 
Made little ſucking children ſtraight, 


Though 
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Though crook'd like rams horns by the riekets: 
Made people ſee, though blind as moles, — 
And made your fad, hyſteric ſouls, 
As gay as graſhoppers and crickets; | 
Brought noſes back again to faces, EY [ 
Long ſtol'n by Venus and her Graces; = 
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And eyes to fill their parent ſockets, 
Oft which fad love had pick'd their pockets: 
And had the Prieſt permitted, with their kiſſes, 


The mob had ſmack'd the holy thumb to pieces. ”- 1 
Though, Reader, 'twas not the Apoſtle $ thumb,— 5 ; 
But mum! 


It play'd as well of miruckes the trick, 
Although a painted piece of lick! 


For fix ſous more, behold ! to view, was bolted 
. A feather of the Angel Gabriel's wing! 
Whether twas pluck'd by force, or calmly molted, 

No holy legends tell, nor Poets ſing. 
But was it Gabriel's feather, heav? nly Muſes: * 
It was not Gabriel's feather, but a Croofe's ! 
But ſtay! trom truth we would not wiſh to wander, 
For, F, the owner was a Cander. 


Painters! you take me ie right he muſe ſuppoſes —_ 
- You make your coup-de-maitre daſhes, ES 1 
Chriſten them eyes, and cheeks, and lips, and noſes, 
Beards, chias, and whiſkers, and eyelaſhes ; 
1 
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7 
As like, p rhaps, as a horſe is like a plumb, 


Or foreſaid ſtick, St. Tom th* Apoſtle's thumb. 


With purer eyes the Britiſh vulgar ſees; 
We are no | Crawthumpers, no Devetecs ; 

So that whene'er your figures are mere wood, 
Our eyes will never think 'em fe/b and bloed. 


A . 
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The generous Peter refe veth the immortal Raphael, rom 
| the ebloquy of Michael Angelo—The poet mor alizeth | 
—Telletha ſtory not to the credit of Michael Angelo, 


and nobly defendeth Raphael's name againſt his invi- 


7 dious altac - Concludeth with a 2 moſt ſage ſervation f 


OW Jifficult 3 in Artiſts to ow : 


> Io0o brother bruſhmen ev'n a grain of merit! 
Wiſhing to tear the laurels from their brow, | 


They ſhew a 0 diabolic ſpirit. 


S0 tis! however Wann may chatter— 
What's worſe ſtill—nature will be always nature. 

We can't brew Burgundy from ſour ſmall beer, 
Nor make a filken purſe of a ſow's ear. 


Sweet 
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Sweet is the voice 14 Praiſe. /—from eve to morn, 
From bluſhing morn to darkling eve again, 

My Muſe the brows of Merit could adorn, 
And, lark-like, ſwell the Panegyric ſtrain. 
Prai iſe, like the balm which evening's dewy ſtar 
Sheds on the drooping herb and fainting flower, | 
| Lifts modeſt, pining Merit from deſpair, 
And gies her clouded "ye: a golden hour. 


; P—x take x me if I ever 4 the fiory 

Of Michael Angelo without much ſwearing : 

"Tis ſuch a flice cut off from Michael's glory, 
- 6 ſurely had been brandying it, or ne 1 

That i is, in plainer Engliſh, he was drunk, 

And candour from the man with K 


Raphael did honour to the Roman ſchool, 
Yet Angelo vouchſaf'd to call him foot; 
When working 1 in the Vatican, would ſtare, 
Throw down his bruſh, and ſtamp and ſwear, 
If e'er a porter let him in— he'd Aonẽ bim, 
And if he Raphael caught —moſt ſurely bone him. 
He ſwore the world was a rank aſs 
To pay a compliment to Raphael's uf; 
For that he knew the fellow well . 
And that his a metal would not 22 


0 Such 


"7-90 3 
Such was the language of this falſe Italian: 
One time he chriſtened Raphael a Pygmalion, 


SWore that his madams were compos'd of ſtone; ; 


Swore his expreſſions were like owls ſo tame, 
His drawings, like the lameſt cripple, lame; 
That as tor compoſition, he had none. 


Young # Artiſts! theſe aſſertions I Jay — 

I was vile ill manners—not to ſay a lie: . 

Raphael did real excellence inherit, 
And if you ever chance to paint as well, 


5 1 bona fide do foretel, 
Yow ll cert, 25 nly be men of mer ri. 


ODE IX. 


The go/ſbing Peter telleth a ſtrange ton, and true, 
though ſirange ;—Seemeth to entertain no very ele- 
valed opinions of the wiſdom of King. Hinteth at 
the narrow eſcape of Sir Joſhua Reynolds Mr. 
 Ramſay's Riches —A Recommendation of Fiattery as 


2 Specific i in Portune-making, 


M told, and 1 believe the „ 
| — That a fam'd Queen of Northern brutes, 
A Gentlewoman of prodigious glory, 

Whom ery fort of epithet well ſuits ; 


Whoſe 


9 
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Whoſe huſband dear juſt happening to provoke her, 

Was ſnhov'd to Heaven upon a red-hot poker / 

Sent to a certain Kino, not King of France— 
Deſiring by Sir Jo/hua's hand his PHIZ— 

What did the Royal Quiz? 

What, damn'd genteely, ſat to Mr. Dance | 


Then ſent it to the Northern Queen 


As ſweet a bit of word as e'er was ſeen! 
And therefore moſt unlike the Princely Head, 


He might as well have ſent a Pig of Lead. 


5 Down ev'ry throat the piece was crammd 

15 As done by Reynolds, and deſerv'dly damn d; 
1 For as to Maſter Dance's art, 

LE | It ne'er was worth a ſingle 4 

| Reader, I bluſh /—am delicate this time 

80 let thy e. ſupply the rhime. 


Thank God! ae Kings cannot our - taſte controul, 
And make each ſubject's poor ſubmiſſive ſoul 


* The true reaſon that induced His Majeſty to ſit to Mr. 
Dance, was laudable Royal economy. Mr. Dance charged Fifty 
Pounds for the Piture—Sir Jo/hua Reynolds price was ſome- 
what more than a Hundred—a very great difference in the mar- 
| ket price of Paint and Canvas, and, let me ſay, that juſtified 
| the preference given to the man who worked cheapeſt. 
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Admire the tafte that judgment oft cries fie on : 


Had things been fo, poor Reynolds we had ſeen, 


Painting a Barber's Pole, —an Ale-houſe Qucen, 
The Cat and Gridiren, or the old Red Lion 


At * Plympton, perhaps, for ſome grave Doctor Slop 
Painting the pots and bottles of the ſhop; 
Or in the Drama, to get meat to munch, 
His bruſh divine had pictur'd ſcenes for Punch! 
Whilſt Nen was whelping 'midſt his paints, 
Moſes and Aaron, and all ſorts of Saints ! 
Adams and Eves, and Snakes and Apples, 
And Dev'ls for beautitying certain Chapels : 
But Reynolds is no favourite, that's the matter— 
He hath not learnt the noble art to flatter f. 


things. 
To teach us what to view with alnivation; 


Make their opinions current through the nation! 


uf Sir Joſhus' s native ſpot, in Devonſhire. 


+ This Ode was 1 before Sir Joſhua was dubbed” 


King's Painter. Poſſibly the great Artiſt dreamt of wy BEAU- 
TIFUL LYRIC, and purſued its advice, 


Thrice a times, when Monarchs fin them bard 


And like their heads on hal Ifpence and braſs farthings, 


> a, 
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ve heard that Ramſay * when he died, 

q Lek juſt nine rooms well ſtuff*d with Queens and 
9 Kings; ; 
From whence all nations might have been up- 8 

plicd 
That long' d for valuable things. 

Viceroys, Ambaſſadors, and Plenipos 

Bouglit them to join their rarec owe . 

In foreign parts, 


And how the Trang; of the — Arts. 


4 © Whether they purchas'd by the pound or Jord. 
' 8 I cannot fell, becauſe I never heard; 

F But this I know, his ſhop was like a fair, 
'B And dealt moſt largely in the Royal Ware. 
4 See what it is to gain a Monarch's ſmile !— 
And haſt thou miſs'd it, Reynolds, all this while ? 
How ſtupid! prithee, ſeek the Courtier's School, 
And learn to manufacture oil of —_ 


Flattery's the turnpike- road to F:rtune's door 
Truth is a narrow lane, all full of quags, 
Leadipg to broken heads, abuſe, and ie 
5 And workhouſes,—ſad refuge for the poor !|— 


* Late Painter to ki Majeſty. 


Flattery's 


„„ 41 n 
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Hlattery's a Mountebank ſo ſpruse— gets riches; 
Truth, a plain Simon Pure, a Quaker Preacher, 
3 A Moral Mender, a diſguſting Teacher, 
1 5 That never r got a ſixpence by her Speeches ! 


CH IX 


The 1 fo Peter Joginnerh with an original Simil.— Diſ. 
playeth 2 deep knowledge of Homer and modern 
Dutcheſſes—Concludeth with a Prophecy about his 


"I. 


7 Puten who e in the Exhibition, 


Are pretty nearly in the ſame condition 
With cocks on Shrove-tide, which | the ſeaſon ga- 
 thers; 
Flung at by ev'ry . ev 'ry brat, 
That hath the ſenſe to throw a bat, 
To break their bones, and Knock about their fea- 
thers. 


This little a however, . 
5 Between the Painter and the fowl 1 find 
| The Artiſt for the poſt of danger tries 


The Fowl 1s  faſten'd much againſt his mind ; 
i) 


| [ 103 J 
Who, as to his dread ſentence, would annul it 
Sue out his habeas corpus, and inſtead 
Of being beat with bats about the head, 


Make handſome love to a ſmart pullet. 


And yet the Painter like a booby groans, 


Who courts the very bats that breaks his bones, 


But who from ſcandal is exempft? 
Who doth not meet, at N contempt! 8. 


; Great Jous; the God of Gods. i in Se rich, 


Oft call'd his boſom Queen a ſaucy bitch ; 


Achilles call'd great Agamemnon beg, | 
An — deceitful, dirty * 


| Behold o our Jofry Dutcheſſes bell caps, 

And give each other's reputations raps, 
As freely as the drabs of Drury's ſchool ; 
And who, pray, knows that Garg 0 our gracious 


King, 
(Said by his courtiers to know every thing). 


: May not, by ſuture times, be call'd.a Fol- 


Vid. Homer. 


er 


Io be a Painter, was Corregio's glory 


ODE XX. 


The Bard ſenſibly reproveth the young Artiſts for their 
Fanpage to aße = Met wittily compareth them to 
 Horſe-leeches, Game-cocks, and Curs. 


"HE mean, the ranc'rous jealouſies that ſwell 
In ſome fad Artiſts? ſouls, 1 do deſpiſe ; . 
Inſtead of nobly /*riving to excel, 
Vou rive to pick out one the other's eyes. 


Ts {peck Bowl flame 1 in gold Sono kin“. 


But what, if truth were ſpoke, would be your 
ſpeeches ? ? E 


| This We're a ſet of fame-fucking horſe-leeches, 
« Without a bluſh, the poore/t ſcandal ſpeaking— 
Like cocks, for ever at each other beaking; 
As if the globe we dwell on were ſo ſmall 
« There really was not roem enough for all.” 


"Young men! 
1 do preſume that one of you in ten 
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Hath kept a dog or two, and hath remark'd, 
That when you have been comfortably feeding, 
The curs, without one atom of court breeding, 
With watery ak have whin'd, and N and 
bark'd; ; | 
 Show'd anxiouſneſs about the mutton bone, 
And 'ſtead of your mouth, wiſh'd it in their own ; 
And if you gave this bone to one or tother, 
Heav'ns what a ſnarling, quarrelling and pother ! 
This oft, perhaps, had touch'd you to the quick, 5 
And made you teach good manners by a Rick; 
And if the tumult was beyond all bearing, 
A little bit of Jun en phatic ſwearing, 
An eloquence of wondrous uſe in wars 
5 Amongſt Sea Captains and the brave Jack Tars. 


Now tell me honeſtly—pray don't you find 

| Somewhat in Chriſtians juſt of the lame kind 

That you experienc'd in the curs, 
Cauſing your anger and demurs? 

As, for example, when your miſtreſs, Faux, 

Wiſhing to celebrate a worthy name, 

Takes up her trump. to give the juſt applauſe, 
How have you, Puppy- Ake, paw'd, wiſh'd and 
whin'd; | - cakes 
And growl'd, and curs'd, and ſwore, and 

„ CP ig 
And long'd to tear the 'trumpet from her jaws! 
P Ihe 
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The dogs deſerv'd their kicking to be ſure; 
But you! O fie, boys! go and fin no more, 


— 


O0 D III. 


The compaſſio. onate Peter lamenteth the Death of Mr. 


Fone, an R. A.—Recommendeth him to Oblivion, 
the great: Patron of 4 e £4 Geniuſes. 


HERT's one R. A more dead! kur is poor 
Hone 


5 His works be with him 3 the fame ſtone : 5 
I think the ſacred Art will not bemoan 'em; 
But, Muſe — e mortuis nil ni if bonum 

As to his hoſt a traveller with * ſneer, 


Said of his DEAD . e 


Go then, poor Hone! and join a numerous train 
: Sunk in Oblivion's wide pacific ocean; 

And may its whale-like ſtomach feel no motion : 
Fo. caſt he like a Joh, up * 
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7 he Poet exhibiteth the Inconſtancy of the World, by 


the moſt. elegant Pe} ifon of a Flock f Star- 
linge. 


od Artiſts, it may ſo fall out, 
That folks ſhall make a grievous rout: 
Follow you—praiſe your Painting to the ſkies 3 3 
When, perhaps a ribband, fie upon it! 
A feather, or a tawdry bonnet, 


Caught, by! its Kare, their wonder-ſpying eyes. 


| Therefore, don” t thence ſuppoſe that you inherit 


Mountains of unexampled merit; 


That always you ſhall be purſu'd, 


And 1 ke a wondrous beauty woo d. 


| Great is the world's inconſtancy, God knows! 
Fame, like the ocean, ebbs as well as firs „ 
Next year the million pitches on a Ruff; 


A Balloon Cap—a Shawl——a Muff ;- CW 


- For you no longer care a ſingle Y 
Following ſome other Brother of the Bruſh, 
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To raiſe to nobler flights the Muſe” 8 wing, 
A fimile's a very pretty thing; 


To whoſe ſweet aid I'm oft a humble debtor, 


I' illuſtrate with more force the thing I mean; 
And if the Simile be neat and clean, 


| Tant micux—that 1s— 0 much the better. 


Therefore, young folks, as there” s a great deal 


in't, 


Accept one juſt imported from the mint. 


: You'\ ve ſeen a flock of Starlings r to be fure, 
A hundred thouſand i in a meſs or more ; 2 
Who fortunately having found 

A lump of horſe litter upon the ground, 


| Down drops the chattering cloud upon the : 
dung, 


Then Lord, what duings! Heavens, what admira- 


tion; 2 


What Joy, what tranſport malt the ſpeckled na- 


tion! 
How buſy ev? ry beak aud ev? ry ne! 


All talking, gabbling, but none liſPning, - | 

Y Juſt like a group of goſſips at a chriſt'ning; —— 
Let but a cotodab ſhow its graſs-green face, 
They're up, without ſo much as ſaying grace”; 


And 


E 


And lo! the buſy flock around it pitches! 

' Juſt as upon the lump before, 

They gabble, wonder, and adore! 

And equal brother Martyn's * ſpeeches. _ 
Theſe ſtarlings ſhow the world with great propriety, 
Mad as March Hares, or Curlews for Variety. 


* 


1 <« 6 
OD . xv. 


M he Great Peter a} jet Frenchmen. 


BEG it as a «-frrour, my young folks, 

1 You will not copy, money. like, the French, 
Whole pictures, juſtly, are all ſtanding jokes, | 
Whether they repreſent a man or wench. 
If Monfieur paints a man of faſhion, | 

Making an obeiſance well bred, 

The gentleman s a ram. cat in a . „ 
His back all crumpled o'er his head: — 1 
| Or, if he paints a wretch upon the wheel, | 


And bone breaking? no 2 thing, 6—Lt -Y 

5 knows! 4 
Amidſt his pains the fellow” $ ſo Nea 3 b \ i 
He feels with ſuch decorum all the blows. 1 55 . . | 3 7 
0 A _ admired Speaker i in the Houſe of Commons, who. | $ * 


nem, CER WAS baptized the ares Martyn, N 
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And never made a Moe trap in his life. 
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Or if a culprit's going to the devil, 


Which ſome folks alſo deem a ſerious evil, 
So dezage you ſee the man advance, 


His arms, hands, ſhoulders, turn'd-out toes, 


| Madona-lifted eyes and cock*d-up noſe, 
Proclaim the pretty puppy in a dance. 


I've ſeen a ſleeping Venus, I declare, 
With hands and legs ſtretch'd out with ſuch : an air! 
Her neck and head /o twiſted on one ſhoulder, 


With ſuch a heav'nly ſmile, that each beholder = 


Would ſwear, (diſdaining Dancing s vulgar track) 
The Dame was walking minuets on her Back! 
Ev n an old woman yielding up her breath 


Buy means of cholic, ſtone, or gravel; 


How ſmirkingly ſhe feels the pangs of death! 


With what a grace | her foul prepares 1 to travel! L 


A . Angel is an Opera Punk — 
His Virgin Marys —milleners half drunk; 
Our bleſt Redeemer, a rank petit naitre, | 
In every attitude and feature 

The humble Joſeph, ſo genteelly made, 


ANG only fit to compliment his wife 
So delicate! as if he ſcarcely knew 
Oak from deal board—a gimblet from a ſcrew; 


Think 
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Think not I wantonly attack thoſe people — 
In prejudice that I'm as ſtiff's a ſteeple; 

No !—yet, I own I hate the ſhrugging dogs— 
I've liv'd amongſt them, eat their frogs, 
And vomited them up, thank God, again; 

So that I'm able now to ſay, 

I carried nought of theirs away, 
Y Which otherwiſe had made tne: puppies vain. 


0 5 * * v. 


| | The conctited Peter 1 an arrant E 95, — M- en - 
tionetß a number of fine Folks—This minute condemns 
eth Will Whitehead's Verſes, and the next, excul- 


pateth the Laureat, by clapping the * faddle on 
the right horſe. 


70 Giant more rejoiceth in | his courſe, | | 
Not Count O'Kelly in-a winning horſe; 


: Not Mrs. Hobart * to preſerve a box, 
Not George the Third to triumph o'er Charles Fox: 


* The oatel 3 Mrs. Hobart and Lady Salifbury, with 


their Seconds, about a Box at the Opera, is a Lubeck for the moſt 
ſublime pie! | 


—_— — uu 4 * 5 


: 1 WO. N n 
25 . ** . r g 3 


8 


I __ . * 
8 EE > * 168 IL 
EF. WY als "0 | 
ed on ON , R . 
5 * e 7 6 > Lis T * l 


= 
7 
F 
E 
id - 7 
„ * 


* 
= 
þ WER 
«% A — 


— ak 8 K 
3 


And tears, in n ſpite of him, his j Jaws abroad. 


And are there ſuch grave Dons that read my chymes? 
All gracious Heay'n forgive their crimes © 
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Not Spain' 8 10 viſe Monarch to bombard Algiers— —- 
Not n order'd by the Law's ſtern voice, 5 
Can more rejoice | 


To hold Kit Atkinſon's two ears; 
| No more rejoiceth patriotic Pitt 


By patriotic Grocers to be fed, - 


Not Mother Windfor * in a fair young Tit, 


Nor gaping Deans, to hear a Biſhop's dead: 3 
Not more reform'd John Wilkes to court the Crown, I 


Nor Skinner in his Aldermannic gown, 


"JOE: Common Councilmen on turtle feeding: 


Not more rejoice old envious Maids ſo ſtale, 
To hear of 1 weeping Beauty a jad, tale, 


And tell the world a ugg Toaſt i is breed. 
ing: 


Than . ain Oe: 


That catches at a hop the Cynic face; 
Kills by a laugh its grave Bubonic face; 3 


- . 
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A Prieſteſs of the Cyprian Goddeſs 
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Oh! be their lot to have wiſe-talking wives; 


And if | in reading they delight, 
To read, ye Gods! from morn to night, 


Will Whitebead's * Birth-day Sonnets all their lives, 8 


Perhape, reader, thou'rt 2 tinker or a ranner, 
And mendeſt kettles in a pretty manner; 
Or tanneſt hides of bulls, and cows, and calves : 5 


But if the ſaucepan, or che kettle, 
Originally be bad metal, 


Thou? It ſay, < It only can be done by Jabves 7” 7” 
Or if by nature bad the bullocks' ſkins, = „ 
„ They'll make vile ſhoes and boots for people 8.0 Ds 


25 Shins,” 


Then wharclort do I thus abuſe © 
Will Whitchead's hard-driv'n Muſe ? 


Who merits rather Pity' 8 tend'reſt ſigh : 


For what the devil can he do, 
When forc'd to praiſe—the Lord knows who! | 


Verſe mu be dull on {ubjedts | ſo damn'd dry. 


1 This Ode was written before a late Laureat reſign'd his 


earthly crown for a heavenly one. May Mr. Tom Warton be 
more ſucceſsful in his Pindaric adnJations, and not verify the 


Latin adage—Ex nihilo, hibil ft. 


N 
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The claſſic Peter adviſech Painters 10 cultivate Taſte— 
Laſbeth fome of the Ignorant. — Accuſeth Painters of 
an affection for vulgarity, whom he horſe-whippeth. 
— Recommendeth a charming ſubje—Telleth the 

3 ferret of his Love, and giveth a die- away Sonnet of : 

1 former days—Perſecuteth Tenier n Devils, but ap 

—_ ons the Execution. 55 


JAINT ERS, improve your e 

That ſurely ſtands in need of reformation. 
5 1 ve heard that ſome can neither write nor read, 
Which does no > honour to the hand or head. 8 


EW, 
— 
3 
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7 Many, I 3 would ſooner paint a bear, : 

55 Or monkey playing his quaint tricks, 

Than ſome ſweet damſel, whom all hearts revere, f 4 

Whoſe charms the eye of admiration fix— h 

Would rather ſee a Stump with ſtrength expreſt. 

Than all the ſnowy fulneſs of her Breaſt. 

Or Lay, that Innocence ſo ſweetly moves, 
Or OMILE, the fond Elyſium of the ret, 


This W thoſe days to mem'ry when my tongue, 
'To Cynthia's Beauty pour'd my ſoul. 1 in eg 


When 
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When on the margin of the murmuring ſtream, 
My fancy frequent form'd the golden dream 
Of Cynthia's grace—of Cynthia's ſmiles divine, 


And made thoſe ſmiles and peerleſs beauty ine. 


It brings to mem? wry, too, thoſe diſmal times, 


: When nought my ſighs availd, and nought my | 


rhimes; 


When at the ſilent, ſolemn cloſe of apy 


wt penſive ſteps would court the darkling 


- grove, | 0 


10 bear the Philomela': 8 lonely lay, 


The fainting echoes of my luckleſs love; 


Till night's increaſing ſhade around me ſtole, 


And Oe with the gloom that wrapp'd my foul. 


; Reader—Daſt chuſe a ſonnet of thats. days? 


Take it—and fay not I'm A foe to PRAISE, ; 


To CYNTHIA. 


- 0 Tou: whoſe love. inſpiring * 


Delights, yet gives a thouſand woes! | 


My day declines in dark deſpair, 


"Ing night hath loſt her ſweet repoſe; 


22 : „ 


E 2x6 ] N 
vet 9 PRE alas! like me was bleſt, 2 
| To others ere thy charms were known; 
When Fancy told my raptur'd breaſt, | —— 
That Cynthia ſmil'd on me alone? 4 
we bes 2; of my ſoul! forgive my ſighs: PH 4 
| Forgive the jealous fires 1 feel ; — 
Nor blame the trembling wretch, who „ 9 
"When others to-thy beauties kneel. 
Lo! theirs i Is every winning art, K 
With Fortune's gifts, unknown to ne! 
1 N boaſt a ſimple heart, 
In love with INNOCENCE and THz. 
3 


Build not, alas! your popularity 

On that beaſt's back yclep'd Vulgarity ; 

A beaſt that many a booby takes a pride i in 
A beaſt beneath the noble Peter's riding. 


F 
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How ſhould the man who loves to > be unchaßto, ö 
To feed on carrion dread his hound- like paunch, | 
g Judge of an Ortolan's delicious taſte, © N 
Or feel the flavour of a fine fat haunch ? 
- : TD | | . 8 Or, 
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Or, wont with bitter purl to wet his clay, 


How ſhould he judge of Claret or Tokay ? 


Teniers's Devils, Witches, Monkeys, Toads, 


That make me ſhudder whilſt I pen thoſe Odes, 


Moſt truly painted, to be ſure, you'll find : 


5 How greater far the excellence, to paint 


With heaven - directed eye, the beauteous Saint, 
And mark th' emotions of her 3 ? 


| Envy not ſuch as have in dirt ſurpaſt yer=— 
5 "Tis very, very ww to be __ 


0 D E XVII. 


The moralizing Bard expoſeth the unfairneſs of mankind 


in the article of laughing— Deſcanteth upon Wit 
Diſclaimeth pretenſion to it—M aketh love zo Candour, 
and modeſtly concludeth. 


OW dearly ns love to laugh and grin! 
Juſt as they love to ſtuff themſelves to chin 


With other people? 8 meat —good ſaving ſenſe! 
Becauſe at other folksꝰ expence; 


But turn the laugh on ben how chang'd d tte - 


notes! 


6 0 damn 'em! this 1 is  ſeriour—cnt their throats “ 


Wi 
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Wit, ſays an author, that I do not know, 


Is like Zime's ſcythe—cuts down both friend and 
| foe ,— 


Ready 3 object tyger-like to leap- on. 


{© Lord! won a butcher this ſame wit! thank 
God! | 


ce (A critic cries) i in Mafter Pindar 8 Ode, 
cc We : ſpy hy effect of r no ſuch dangerons Weapon, 15 


No, Sir— tis düse ade 8 charms 
I woo to theſe deſiring arm; 
She is my goddeſi— to her ſhrine I bend: 


Nymph of the voice, that beats the morning 
lark, 


Sweet as the dulcet note of either Park-, 
Be thou my ſoft companion and my friend. 


Thy lovely hand my Pegaſus ſhall guide, 
And teach thy modeſt pupil how to ride: 
Thus fhall I hurt not any groupe-compoſers, 
- From Sarah Benwell's br, to Mary Mozer's f. 


* Two brothers of the moſt diſtinguiſhed merit on the Oboe. | 


N The laft of thoſe Ladies, an R. A. by means * 2 2 ſublime 
picture of a plate of Geoſeberries—the other in hopes of Academic 
8 honours, through: an equal degree of merit. 


ODE 


"ih » 
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O D E XVII. 


The judicious Peter 3 Py vi gene Advice to 
Landſcape Painters. 


JHATEER your with, in Landſcape to excel, 
London's the very place to mar it; 


Beete the oracles I tell, 


There's very little Landſcape i in a Garret. 


Whate' er the flocks of Fleas you keep, 


"Tis badly copying them for Goats and Sheep 15 


And if you'll take the Poet's honeſt word, 
A Bug muſt make a miſerable Bird. f 


A Ruſh light winking in a bottle $ neck, 


III repreſents the glorious Orb of Morn; 


Nay, though it were a candle with a wick, 


Twould be a repreſentative forlern. 


I think, too, that a man would be a fool, 
For trees, to copy legs of a foint-/tool ; 


Or ev'n by them to repreſent a tump : 


As alſo broom/ticks, which though well he ng. 
Each with an old ox. colour d wig, 


Muſt make a very poor airtumnal clump. ns 
You'll 
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You'll ſay—Yet ſuch ones, oft a perſon ſees 
In many an Artiſt's Trees; | 
And in ſome Paintings, we have all beheld; 
Green Bays hath ſurely fat for a green Field ; ; 
Bolſters for Mountains, Hills, and wheaten Mows; 
Cats for Ram: goats and Curs, for Bulls, and 
Cows.” | 


Al this, my Lads, I freely grant — 
But better things from You, I want. 
As Shakeſpeare ſays, (a Bard I much approve F 
” Lift, li bit, 051 4 fe, —it thou doſt Painting love. 


Claude N in the open ale fo 
Therefore to Wales at once repair; 
Where ſcenes of true magnificence you'll find; 
Beſides this great advantage—if in debt, 
Yow'll have with creditors no tete- a- tete: 
So leave the bull- dog Bailiffs all behind ; 
8 Who, hunt you, with what noiſe they may, 
Muſt hunt for needles in a ſtack of hay. 
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O D E XIX. 
T, he Poet n fo koh the value of Time. 


"HE Man condemned on Tyburn tree to feoing, 
Deems ſuch a ſhow, a very dulli 1% thing; 
He'd rather a Spectator be, I ween, 

Than the ſad Actor in the ſcene. 
He blames the Law's to rigid reſolution : : 
If with a beef- ſteak ſtomach, —1n his prime, 
Lord, with what reverence he looks on Time! 
And, moſt of alle hour of execution ! 
And as the cart doth to the tree advance, 
How wond”rous willing to poſtpone the Dance 


Believe me, Time's of monſtrous uſe ; 
But, ah! how ſubject to abuſe ! 
11 ſcema that with him, folks were often cloy'd ; 
I do pronounce it, Time's a public good, 
Juſt like a youthful Beauty—to ber Woo 2 
Made much of, and be properly enjoyed. 


6755 Time's ſand is wonderfully {mall : 

\.Þ It ſlips between the fingers in a hurry ; 
Therefore, on each young Artiſt let me call, 

To prize it as an Indian does his Curry ;* 


1 
* 5 


1 * An univerſal food in the Eaſt Indies. 
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Whether his next rare Exhibilion be 


Amidſt the great R. A. 's, —or on a Tree. 


— SS og 


o DE xx; 


The unfortunate Peter lamenteth the loſs of an impori- 


ant Ode * Rats—He prayeth devoutly for the Rats. 


71 14TU S maxime ne deflendus. 5 
I've loſt an Ode of charming praiſe ; ; 


From \ like misfortune, Heav'n defend us! 


The ſweeteſt of my Lyric Lays! 


Where many a youthful Artiſt ſhone with fame, 
Like his own pictures in a fine gilt rs . 
Perdition catch the roguiſh rats! . 


Their trembling limbs ſhould fill the maus of cats, 


Were I to be their ſole adviſer : 


Vermin ! like trunk makers and paſtry. Sac ' 
Dealing in legions of dt 5" ohtful books, 


Yet with the /carning, not a whit the wiſer. 
Thank Gd! the Ode unto My/eff they ſpar'd, 
And, lo! the labour of the lucky Bard. 


ODE 
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The exalted Peter wwiſheth to make the gaping world 
acquainted with the place of his nativity u before 
he can get an anſwer from himſelf, he moſt ſublime- 
ly burſteth forth into an addreſs to Mennygizzy and 
Mouſe-hole, two fiſhing towns in Cornwall—the jr ſ? 
celebrated for Pilchards, the laſt for giving birth to 
Dolly Pentreath—The Poct praiſeth the Honourable 

| Daines Barrington, and Pilchards—PForgetteth the 
place of his nativity, and, like his great anceſtor of 

IP 9 75 leaveth his readers in the dark. 
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THOU! whoſe daring works ſublime 
Defy the rudeſt rage of Time, 
Say for the world is with conjecture dizzy, 5 
Did Mouſchole give thee birth or Mennygizzy ? 


Hail Mennygizzy! "Sl of note! 
- Where boats, and men, and ſtinks, ar: od trade a are | 
ſtirring z 5 4 
Where pilchards come in myriads to be caught ; ; 9 
7 Pilchard! a thouſand times as good's a herring. 


R 2 | | Pilchard, 


E 


Pilchard! the idokzöf the Popiſh nation ! 
Hail little inſtrument of vaſt ſalvation ! 
Pilchard, I ween, a moſt foul-faving-fiſh, 
On which the Catholics in Lent are cramm'd ; 
Who, had they not, poor ſouls, this lucky diſn, 
Would fig eat, and be conſequently damn'd. 
| Pilchards ! whoſe bodies yield the fragrant oil, 
And make the London lamps at midnight ſmile ; 
Which lamps, wide ſpreading ſalutary light, 
Beam on the wandering Beauties of the night, 
And ſhow each gentle youth their cheek's deep roſes, 
And tell mY whether they have cycs and noſes. 


Hail Mouſchole! . birth place of old Doll Pentreath® 55 
The laſt who jabber'd Corniſh—ſo ſays Daines, 
Who, bat- like, haunted ruins, lane, and heath, 


With Wille ON Wilp, t to e up his brains. 


Daines ! 1 


N A very old woman of. Mouſchole, raed falſely how- 
erer) to have been the laſt who ſpoke the Corniſh language, —T he 
honourable Antiquarian, Daines Barrington, Eſq; journied, 

ſome years ſince, from London to the Land's. end, to converſe 

with this wrinkled, yet delicious orceau. He entered Mouſe- 
hole in a kind of triumph, and peeping into her but, exclaimed, 
| with all the fire of an enraptur'd Lover, i in | the language of the 


famous . 


7 
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Daines! who a thouſand miles, ci trots 


F or bones, braſs farthings, aſhes, and old pots, 


To prove that folks of old, like us, were made 


With heads, eyes, hands, and $490 to drive a FA | 


. LIT IIS PIPPPIIN 
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: vs concludeth his Oder—Seemeth e e 1 


lateth with the Reader And getteth the ftart of the 
World, by firſt praiſing his own Hort. 


0M Southern to Joby Dryden went one day, 
To buy a head and tail piece for his Play 
6c Thomas” quoth John, © I've ſold my goods t foo 
(cheap, 


5 So, 1 you pleaſe, my price ſhall take a leap,” ” 


famous Greek Philoſopher—** ura The couple kiſſed— 
Doll ſoon after gabb/ed—Daines liſtened with admiration—com- 
mitted her ſpeeches to paper, not venturiug to truſt his memory 


with fo much treaſure, The tranſaction was announced to the 


Soctety—the Journals were enriched with their dialogues—the 


old Lady's picture was ordered to be taken by the moſt eminent 
: Artiſt, and the honourable Member to be publicly thanked for 
the Discovery. 


o, Reader, 


86 2 
O, Reader, look me gravely in the face ;—— 
Speak, is not that with me and thee the the caſe? 
For this Year's Odes I charge thee half a crown; 
So, without grumbling, put thy money down: 
For things are deſperately ris'n, good Lord! 
Fiſh, fleſh, coals, candles, window-lights and boards : 
Why ſhould not charming Por rar then riſe ? 
That comes ſo dev'liſh far too—from the ties 
And lo! the verſes that adorn u page, 
Beam, comet-like, alas! but once an age. | 
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D Peter Jalketh f hon igning the Laureatſhip—He prophe- : | 
Wa eth the Triumph of the Artiſts on his Reſignation— 
_ The Artiſts alſo propheſy Peter's Diſadvantage 


| Peter's Ms e ſhould their Propheſy be Tul : 
ee 


ETER, Bike fare? d Chriſtina, Queen of sweden, i 

Who thought a wicked court was not an Ed en. 
| This year, reſigns the laurel crown for ever,! 

What all the fam'd Academicians wiſh ; 

No more on painted fowl, and fleſh, and fiſh, 
He ſhews the world his carving ſkill ſo clever. 1 
| Braſs, iron, woodwork, ſtone, in peace ſhall reſt — 
N 1 hank God!“ exclaim the works of Mr. Wet 


8 8 1 Thank 
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05 Thank God! * the works of Loutherbourgh ex- 


For guns of critics no ignoble game 
No longer now afraid of rhiming praters, 
be Shall we be chriſt 'ned 0 varniſd d wait- 


_ 


Cc 


| Cries Me. Copley, „ that this Man of Ode, 


6 


claim 


ert: | 
N o verſe ſhall ſwear that ours are paſte-board rocks, 
Our trees, m_ Wige 3 ; and ſes” our fleecy — 


* 9 


* 


. Thank Heav n * exclaims Rigaud, with h ſparkling 


eyes 
Then ſhall my pictures i in ierten ride. 2 
And fill each gaping mouth and "yy with wonder.” 
Monſieur Rigaud, 
I may be ſo, _ 


f * 


8 


LA 


To think thy ſtars have made ſo Knngs a blunder, 
That bred to paint the genius of a glazier : 
That fpoiPd, to make a dauber, a good brazier. 
None but thy partial tongue (believe my lays) 
Can dare ſtand forth the herald of thy praiſe: 
Could Fame applaud, whoſe voice my verſe reveres, 
Juſtice ſhould e her TEND? about her EATS. 


6 Thank Heavn? cries Mr. ci ; and 4e Thank 


. God? 
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No more, Barbarian-like, ſhall o'er us ride: 

<< No more, like beads, in naſty order ſtrung, 

And round the waiſt of this vile Mohawk hungs 3 
Shall 3 ſcalps indulge his * | 


« 


8 


U 


be No more hung up i in this dread fellow 8 rhime, 

Which he moſt impudently calls ſublime, AE TS Le 
Shall we, poor, inoffenſive fouls. 

© Appear juſt ike ſo many moles, | 

4 1 rapp'd in an orchard, garden, or a field 
„Which mole-catchers ſuſpend on trees, 

To ſhew their titles to their fees, 
Like Doctors, e too often for the Kilb d. 95 


* 


7 


* 


5 Pleas'd that no more my verſes ſhall annoy ; LEES 
| Glad that wy bliſter Odes ſhall ceaſe their ſting⸗ 
„ 
Each wooden figure” 8 en W with joy— | 
Hark! how they all break forth in ſinging !— _ 


in boaſtful ſounds the grinning Au risrs cry, 
„Lo! Peter's hour of inſolence i is bY er: 
« Uis Muſe is dead —his lyric pump is dry— 


25 His Odes, like ſtinking aſl, not worth a groat 
4 a ſcore, © 


6 Art thou, then, weak, like us, thou ſnarling 
BTW fniv'ller? „„ wo 


Wa Art thou like one of us, thou lyric driv'ller? 


8 ig- 6 Our 


1 . * 3 5 ** 
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« Our Kings and Queens i in Rory now ſhall 8 of 


© Each unmoleſted, ſleeping in his frame 
- 


1 « Our ponds, our lakes, our oceans, earth 155 ky, | 
[ No longer, ſcouted, ſhall be put to ſhame : 
3 No poet's rage ſhall root our ſtumps and Ramp⸗ 
Y * x 0: gs,” | 
5 And ſwear our clouds are s apple: dump- 
| lings: 
Y oe: Fame ſhall proclaim how well our plum- trees bud, 
4 And ſound the merits of our marle and mud.” K 
| E- : « Our oaks, our bruſhwood, and our lofty elms, 
BK * No juggling tyrant's wicked rage 0 'erwhelms, 9 
4 « Now this vile FELL ER is laid low: 
[ oy In peace ſhall our ſtone hedges lep, E 
J ur huts, our barns, our pigs, and ſheep, 5 


25 And wild towl, from the © eagle. to the crows. 


3 : 


They ts mall ſee this Prier | in the Aireet, 
With fearleſs eye his front ſhall meet, 


= And cry, © Is this the man of keen remark? 
9 ; « Is this the wight ?” ſhall be their taunting ſpeech, 
i 5 . dog! who dar'd to ſnap each Artiſt's breech, 

9 5 1 And bite Academicians like a ſhark? 

i < whoſe broad . chop'd the ſons of paint: : 
# Ga aſh'd like a marrowbone cach lovely ſaint ; ;- 


* Spar'd 


cc Spar'd not the very + head about their backs : - 
« The little duck- wing'd cherubims abus'd, 
« That could not more inhumanly be us'd, 


Poor lambkins! had _ fall n d the 
„ blacks. | 


ce He, once ſo furious, ſoon mall want relief.” 


* 


a 


Stak'd through the Ware! like 1955 n thief. 


6 How art thou fall'n, O Cherokee!” they cry; 


„ Howart thou fall'n!““ the joyful roofs reſound ; 


«©. Hell ſhall thy body, for a rogue, ſurround, 
And there, for ever roaſting, may'ſt thou lie: 


« Like Dives, may'ft thou ſtretch in hires along, 
0 


"EYED one drop of drink t to cool thy 9 7 


Ve 004 VOTED repreſs your yell, 


Your hearty wiſhes for 1 my health reſtrain ; +: 


For if our works can put us into h. Il, 


Kind Sirs! we certainly ſhall meet again Rs 


Nay, what is worſe, I really don't know whether 
Me mult not lodge i in the ſame room together. 85 


ODE 


8 2 : „ ˖ nn I» 
— a 
2 * 
, 7 1 


: Againſt decorum—l abhor a 1 nner; 
. And therefore laſh the Academic dinner. £ 
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Peter "fogs 4 ps Diaet ihe Privce 
of Wales, Duke, of, Orleans, Duke Fitzjames, 
Count Lauzun, Lords Caermarthen and Beſsbo- 
rough, Cf. and praiſes Mr. Weltjie—Exculpates 
the Prefident—Condemns Sir W. Chambers and 
the Committee for their bad Management—Pcter 


talks. of wi Meins the ＋. ſureß . and the Duke * 
| Orleans. x 


THENE'ER 1 run 9” 55 
Such ſhould the moral Peter's ſong 8 


of PE this ode ſhall nothing ſing or fay, 


My eagle ſatire darts at diff reni game : | 


Th deadeny, though marvellouſly poor, * 


Can once a year afford to eat: 
By means of kind donations at the door, 
The members make a comfortable treat, 


Like Gipſies in a barn, around their King, 

That annual meet, to cat, and dance, and ſing. 

A feaſt was made of fleſh, fiſh, tarts, creams, jellies, 
To ſuit the various qualities of bellies: 


Mine 


* i * 


| a 1 
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Where glory waits upon the greateſt bea? 
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Mine grumbld to be aſk'd, and be delighted; 
But wicked Peter 8 paunch was not invited. 


Yet though no meſſage waited on the tard, 
With compliments from Academic names, 

The Prince of Wales receiv'd a civil card, | 
His Grace of Orleans too, and Duke Fitzjames ; 5 

Count de Lauzun, and Count Conflan, 0 

A near relation to the man, 

In whoſe poor ſides old Hawke once fix'd his claws, 

Were welcom'd by the Academic Lords, = 
Either by writing or by words, 


| To come and of the vigour of | their j jaws. 


. Unfortunately 60 the modeſt Dukes, 

The nimble artiſts, all with greyhound looks. 
Fell on the meat, with teeth prodigious able; ; 

Seiz'd, of the Synagogue, the bighe/ places, 

And left the poor forlorn, their Gallic We, 
'To nibble at ihe bottom of the table! 


There ſat, too, my 18881 Lord Caermarthen, 


As one of the Canaille, nor worth a farthing* 
But what can titles, virtues, at a feaſt, 
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To ſee a ſtone-· cutter and maſon 


High mounted oer thoſe men of quality; 


By no means can our annals blazon | 


For feats of courtly hoſpitality. 
Ive heard, however, one or two were fanners: 


Granted-it doth not much improve their manners. 


They probably, in anſwer, may declare, 
They thought the feaſt juſt like a hunt; 


In which, as ſoon as ever ſtarts the hare, 
Each Nimrod tries to be the firſt upon't: 


As he's the greateſt, *midſt the howling fuſe | 


Who fo can 1 o'er ww dying 2 


Peter? g'? mos juſtly rale his eyes of wonder, 


And wanted decently to give them grace; F 


But bent on ven ſon and on 7urbot Plunder, 


A clattering peal of knives and forks took place: : 


Spoons, plates, and diſhes, rattling round the table 
Produc'd a new edition of old Babel. | 


They had no nach; o'er a Grace, to nod, 
Nor time rr to offer Win to Cad: 


„„ 


When ey had nothing elſe to * 


2 A reſpe&able Clergyman, and one of the Academicians 
His 


E 1 3 


lis Highneſs entering ſomewhat rather late, 
Could ſcarcely find a knife, or fork, or plate: 
1 But not one ſingle maiden diſh, 

Poor gentleman ! of fleſh or fiſh, 


Moſt woefully the paſtry had been paw'd, 
And trembling jellies barbarouſly claw*d.. 
In ſhort, my gentle readers to amaze, 
His s ne, N the bones of the R. A, . 


0 Welljie *, * had thy lofty form been there, | 
And ſeen thy Prince ſo ſery'd with Ry and 
8 flop, 8 I 
1 Thou ſurely would'ſt have brought him better fare— 
A A warm beef ſteak, perchance, or mutton chop. 
Thou would'ſt have faid, 88 1 Prence of Wales, 
-. of Got, N 
00 Do too mufh Honour to be at 72 gd; 
85 Pere he can't heb von beet of meat. dat's bet, 
But treated vid de bones Juſt like a beaſt. 
« De Prence, he vas too great to fit and eat 
De bones and leafings of de meat; 
And munſh vat dirty low-lif*d rogues refuſe, 
By Got! not ft to vipe de Fence: s ſhoes.” 


Great Beſoborough's Earl, too, came off ſecond beſt ; 
His murmuring ſtomach had not half a feaſt ; 
wy The Prince's German Cook, 


136 3 


And therefore it was natural to mutter : 


Jo rectify the fault, with joyleſs looks, 


His Lordſhip bore his belly off to Brookes, 
Who filled the n up with bread and butter: 


Sirs! thoſe manceuvres were extremely coarſe 28 


This really was the eſſence of ill breeding: 
Not for your ſouls could you have treated worſe, 
SO, by this a Da mode of feeding. 


Grant, you eclips'd a pack of hs with glee 
Purſuing, in full cry, the fainting game— 


Surpaſs'd them, too, in gobbling down the prey; bk 


Still, great R. A.s, I tell you 'twas a ſhame : 


Grant, each of you the wond'rous man excell'd, 


Who beat a butcher's dog in eating tripe ; 


And that each paunch with guttling was ſo feelP'd, ” 


Not one bit more could paſs your e * 


Grant, that you dar'd ſuch fuffing feats diſptay, 
That not a ſoul of you could walk away : 


Still, midſt the triumphs of your gobling fame, | 
1 tell you, great N. 4. 7 it was a Hane. 85 | 


Grant, you were greas'd up to che noſe and eyes, 


Your checks all ſhining like a lantern's horn, 


With tearing hams and fowls, and giblet pies, 


And ducks, and geele, and pigeons newly born : 


Though 
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Though great, in your opinion, be your fame, 
I tell you, great R. As it was a ſhame. 


This, let me own 


the candour-loving Muſe 


Moſt willingly Sir 3 can excule, 


Who tries the nation s glory to increaſe; 


Whoſc genius rare is very ſeldom nodding, 
But deep on painting ſubjects plodding, 


To rival Italy and Greece. 


But pray, Sir William vw vhat have you to ſay? 


No ſuch impediment is in your way; 


Genius can't hurt your etiquette attention; j 


And Meſſieurs Tyler, Wilton, and e 
Have you a genius to impede you !-—No: 


Nor many a one beſides that could mention. 


This year (God willing) I ſhall viſit Flue, 


And taſte of Louis, Grand Monarque : the 
prog; 


His Grace of Orleans, ſo kind, 'perchance, 


May aſk me to his houſe to pick a frog: 
And yet, what right have [I to viſit here? 
To ſee a man fo lightly treated here. 


* Sir W. Chambers. 
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Je Royal Artiſts, at your future feaſts, 


J fear you'll make their Graces downright Da- 
niels: 


And as the Prophet din'd amongſt wild beaftt, | 


The Dukes will join your pointers and your 


ſpaniels. 


S --... 
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Peter giveth ſage Advice to mercenary Artifts, and 


telleth a moſt delectable Story of a country Bumpkin ; 
and a peripatetic Razor ſeller. 


ORBEAR, my friends, to ſacrifice your fame 
To ſordid gain, unleſs that you are ſtarving : 


1. own that hunger will indulgence claim 


For hard ſtone heads and landſcape | carving, 


In order to make haſte to ſell and cat; „ 


Por there is certainly a charm in meat: 


And in rebellious tones will ſtomachs hank 
That have not taſted victuals for a week. 


But yet there are a mercenary crew, 
Who value fame no more than an old ſhoe ; 
Provided 


L 14 J 
Provided for their daubs they get a ſale;, 
Juſt like the man but ſtay I'll tell the tale. 


A fellow in a market town, 

Moſt muſical, cried razors up and down, 
And offer'd twelve for eighteen pence ; ; | 

Which certainly ſeem'd wond'rons cheap, | 
And tor the money, quite a heap, TS 

As ev'ry man would buy, with caſh and ſenſe. 


> country bumpkin the great oer heard: 
Poor e who ſuffer'd by a broad black beard, 


„ „ 


With PAS e the en pence he — * 


= And proudly to himſelf, in whiſpers, ſaid, 


- This raſcal ſtole the razors, Luppoſe __ 5 


« No matter if the fellow be i a 3 „ 
Provided that the razors ſhave ; 1 ; 
It certainly will be a monſtrous prize: Yi 


So home the clown, with his good fortune went, 
Smiling in heart, and ſoul content, 
l as . himſelf to cars and eyes. 


35 well lather'd from a diſh or tub, ; 
Hodge ne now dene with grinning pain to prod, 
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% Razors !— 
« Not fit to ſerape a hog! 
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Juſt like a hedger cutting furze: | 
"Twas a vile razor !—then' the reſt he try'd— 
All were impoſtors ““ Ab,” Hodge figh'd! 
1:28] with "_ eighteen pence within my purſe,” 


: 


In vain to tak his beard, and wing the graces, 


He cut, and dug, and, winc' d, and ne aud 
ſwore: 


Brought blood, and danc'd, blalphem'd, and made 


wry faces, 
And curs, s.d each razor s 's body o 0 er and 0 "or. 


: His Hat; form? of oppoſe tion tuff, 
Fitm as A Foxite, would not loſe its ruff; 


86 kept it—laughing at the ſteel'and fads: 4 


Hodge, im a paſſion, ſtretch'd his angry jun, 
Vowing che direſt vengeance, with clench'd claws, 


On the vile cheat that ſold the goods, 
a damn'd, confounded _ 


199 


Hodge fought the fellow—found him, and 1 begon- 
* P'rhaps, Maſter Razor. rogue, to you tis fun, 


% That people flay themſelves out of their lives: 


« You raſcal !—for an hour have I been grubbing, 
« Giving my ſcoundrel whiſkers here a ſcrubbing, | 


85 Witn razors juſt like oyfter knives. © 
$9527 “ Sirrah! 
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« Sirrah! I tell you, you're a knave, 
6 To cry up razors that can't have.“ 


„ Friend,“ quoth the razor- man, Pm not a knave: 
« As for the razors you have bought, 
„Upon my ſoul I never thought 

« That they wou' d ſhave,” 


Not think they'd ſhave!” quork Hodge, vith 
. 1 wond'ring ren. 
And voice not much unlike an Indian yell; 


125 What were they made for ens you dog?” he 
| cries :=— 


« Made!” quoth the fellow, with a a ſmile to | 
; cc fell.“ | 


FF Et. 
"Peter obſerveth the Lex Talionis. 
JEST tells the world that Peter cannot rhime 5 
Peter declares point blank that Weſt can't paint; 


1 Me 17 [wears I've not an atom of ſublime, 
I wear he hath no notion of a ſaint: 


And 
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And that his crofy-wing'd cherubims are fowls, 
Baptiz'd by naturaliſts, 20 0 

Half of the meek apoſtles, gangs of robbers ; ; 
His angels, ſets of brazen-headed lubbers. 


The Holy Scripture ſays, © All fleſh is graſs;” — 


With Mr. Weſt, all fleſh is brick and braſs ; 
Except his horſe-fleſh, that, 1 fairly own, 
Is often of the choicelt Portland None: 42 


I've ad too, that this artiſt's faces 

| Ne'er paid a viſit to the Graces: 

| That on Expreſſion, he can never brag: 
Yet for this article hath he been ſtudying ; | 
But in it, never could ſurpaſs a pudding 
No, gentle rendier, | nor a pudding " 


on | dare not ſay that Mr. Weſt, 
Cannot ſound criticiſm 1 impart: 

I'm told the man with zechincals is bleſt, 
| That he can talk a deal upon the art: 
Yes, he can talk, I do not doubt it - 

" About it, * and about it:“ 


- 


a Thus, then, is Mr. Weſt 838 8 
And let my juſtice the fair /aud afford; 

For, lo! this far-fam'd artiſt cuts both ways ; 
Exactly like the Angel Gabriel's fword : 
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The beauties « the art, his converſe ſhows ; 


| His canvaſs, almoſt ev'ry thing that's bad 
Thus at th' Academy, we muſt ſuppoſe, 
A man more u/zfu! never could be had; 


Wo in himſelf a 59%, ſo much can do; 
Who is both precept and example too, 


. 


Great Advice i is given to Gentlemen Abe Mr. 


Webb and Mr. H. Walpole particular Peter 


zaketh the Part of Lady Lucan—Showeth wonderful 
Knowledge in the Art of Painting—Adminiftereth 


Oil of Fool, wulgarly called Trees. to the Squire of 
e RE; 


_ comets ; 

| Phyſicians, of the bark and vomits; 3 

Of apoplexies, thoſe light troops of Death, 
That uſe no ceremony with our breath; 
Ague and dropſy, jaundice and 8 5 
The grim-look Tyrant's heavy horſe of war. 


IJ Farriers 


' STRONOMERS ſhould treat of lars and 4 
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Farriers ſhould write on farcys and the glanders ; 
Bug- Doctors only upon bed - diſorders; 

Farmers on land, ploughs, Pigs, ducks, geeſe, and 
ganders; 

IV Nightmen alone, on aromatic odours ; 
The Artiſts ſhould on painting ſolely write; 
Like David, then they may “ good things lachte. 
But when the mob of gentlemen 

Break on their province, and take up the pen, 
The Lord have mercy on 8 

Fm ſure their gooſe quills can no light impart. 
This verſe be thine, Squire Webh* it is thy due. 
Trays Mr. Horace e what think . . 


Sins: aan art a man of taſte 10 ſenſe, 
Then don't, of folly, be at ſuch ene 5 

Do not to Lady Lucan] pay ſuch court 

Her wiſdom ſurely will not thank thee for — 

Ah! don't endeavour thus to dupe her,. 

By fwearing that ſhe equals Cooper 5, 


Author of a Treatiſe on Painting, who ſeems to Giplay 
| more erudition than ſcience. | 


+ A Gentleman well known in the literary world; an amateur 
in the Graphic line. | 


24 Lady of great ingenuity in the miniature department. | 


SA famous miniature painter in the time of Cromwell. 


80 


That verily thou doſt not know 
Alas! a much more arduous matter! 
T houPt ſay it was mere complitnrnt 3 


| I grant the fact, and think that no man 


Yet, Horace, think not that 1 write 


Lord! no, thou art a favourite with me; 


It is a pretty and 1 ingenious mill : 
Long may it grind on Strawb'ry Hill. 


[97 ] 


So groſs the flattery, it ſeems to ſhow 


Ihe powr's requir'd for copying a picture, 
And thoſe for copying Dame Nature; 


So don t expoſe thyſelf, but mind my ſrickare. 
That nothing elſe was thy i intent, 
Although it might diſgrace a boy at ſchool ID \ 
Says or writes fillier things to woman”; 
But {till *ris making each of you a fool. 
Through ſpite; i 


Think not I read thy works with jealous pain ; 3 


I think thee one of . bell efprit—— 
By Heav'ns I like the Amin of thy brain; ; 


„ O D E 


Peter till continueth to | give great Advice, and to 
exhibit deep Re efleion He telleth a miraculous 
2" i 


HERE is a that! in PT many a thing, 
Which labour cannot to perfection bring: 

: Nee however great in your own eyes, 

Pray do not hints from other folks, deſpiſe: 


A fl on a ſomething great, at times, may ſtumble, 
And conſequently be a good adviſer 


On which, for ever, your wiſe men may fumble, 
: And never be a whit the wiſer. Of 


Ves! 1 ales” you, for there's wiſdom in't, 
Never to be ſuperior to a hint— 
The genius of each man, with 3 view 
A ſpark, from this, or t' other, caught, 
May kindle, quick as thought, e 
A glorious bonfire up, in you. 


A queſtion of you, let me beg 
Of fam'd Columbus and his egg, 


Pray, 
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Pray, have you heard?— e Yes.” oh, then if 8 


Pleaſe, 


vu give you the two Pilgrims and the Peas. 


The PILGRIMS and the PEAS. 
A TRUE STORY, 


A Brace # ſinners, for no good, 


Were ordered to the Virgin Mary" s ſhrine, 


Who at Loretto, dwelt in wax, ſtone, wood, 


Andin a fair white wig, look'd wond'rous fine. 


Fifty long miles had thoſe ſad rogues to travel 
With Paare in their ſhoes much worſe than 


_ gravel; 


In ſhort, their toes, ſo gentle to amuſe, 
| The prieſt had or dered n into their ſhoes: 


A noſtrun famous in old Popiſh "RN 
For purifying ſouls that ſtunk with crimes, 


A ſort of apoſtolic ſalt, 
That Popiſh parſons for its powers exalt 


For keeping ſouls of ſinners ſweet, 5 
Juſt as our kitchen ſalt keeps 7 meat. 


The knaves ſat off c on the FRO day, 


Peas in their ſhoes, to go and pray; ; 


But 
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. very diff rent was their ſpeed, 1 wot 5 
One of the ſinners gallop'd on, 
Light as a bullet from a gun; 

The other limp' d as if * had been ſhot. 


One ſaw the Firghh Wön.—Betabi e e 
Had his ſoul white waſn'd all ſo clever; ES 
Then home again he nimbly hied, 
Made fit, with ſaints above, to live for ever. 

55 In coming back, however, let me ſay, 

He met his brother rogue, about half way— 
Hobbling with outſtretch'd bum and bending knees; 3 
Damning the ſouls and bodies of the peas; 

His eyes in tears, his cheeks and brows in ſweat, 
DE {ympathizing with his gtoaning feet. 


ho ES EY 
= Too WR — BE 2 


460 How now! ys the ncht oed, white waſft d pilgrin : 
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1 broke | 
7 «© You lazy lubber! 152 8 5 
& Ods curſe it,“ cried the other, 555 "tis no 0 joke— 2 

* My feet, once hard as any rock, F 


6 Are now as ſoft as lber. 


" Excale me, Virgin Mary, that ea. 
« As for Loretto 1 ſhall not get there : 
No! to the Dev'l my fiuful ſoul muſt go, 


„ For damme 171 ha? nt loſt ev'ry toe. N 
“ But 


* * 
. 


0 


= 


| 


* | 


But, brother ſinner, do explain 
« How ' tis that you are not in pain; 
« What Pow'r bath work d a wonder for your. 
es 
Whilſt 7, juſt like a ſnail, am \ crawling, 


* 


wy, Now ſwearing, now on Saints devoutly bawling, 


8 Wyilſt not a raſcal comes to caſe my woes? 


How i is't t that you can bike a greyhound go, Ts 

5 We, as if that nought had happen . burn 
ye! Pa 

That juſt before yentur'd « on my journey, 

8 ce Jo walk a little more at bales 


ODE vu. 
Peter griineth. 


> OUNG men, be cautious of each critic word, 


F mean, that wounds an ancient maſter” $ fame: 
At Titian, Guido, Julio, Veroneſe, | 
Your length*ning phiz let admiration ſeize, . 


name, 


That, blaſphemous, may much offence ed 


And throw up both your ee at Raphact' 


Ev'n 


152 J 
Ev'n by a printſhop ſhould you chance to paſs, 
| Revere their effigy infide the glaſs : 
Juſt as with papiſts, religious care is 
In churches, lanes, to mend their marrowbones 


To bees- wax ſaints, bon- dieux of ſtones, 2 
And beech, or deal, or wainſcot TER? Marys. 


S 


io 5 o % 4 
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Whate'er el errors, they no more remain, 

For Time, like Fullers“ earth, takes out each ſtain ; 
Nay more —on faults that modern works would tarniſh, 
Time ſpreads a ſacred coat of varniſh. 
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Spare not on brother artiſtsꝰ backs, the laſh; 
Put a good wire in't —let it /aſb ; ; 
Since ev'ry ſtroke with int'reſt is repaid; 
For though you cannot kill the nan outright; 
Tet, by this effort of your rival ſpite, 

Fifty to one if you don't ſpoil his trade. 
His ruins may be feathers for your neſt - 
The maxim's not amiſs—probatum eſt. 


ODE 


in 


The Poet inquires into "ls State of the Exbibition—— | 
Laſhes Father Time for making great Geniuſes, 
and deſtroying them—Prai iſes Reynolds Tancies 

a very curious Dialogue between King Alexander 
and the Deer, the Subject of Mr. Weſt's Picture — 
: Turns to Mr PF. Wel . | | 


b 9 : ELL, Muſe! what! is there i in the Exhibition Pp. 
6 - How thrive the beavties of the Graphic art s 
8 Whoſe racing genius ſeems in beſt condition 

For Glory's plate t to : fart? 5x 


1 Say what ly rogues old Fame . 1 
Speak —who hath brib'd her trumpet, or who file? 
Poor much is praird that ought in fires to mourn— 
4 May that would ev'n di Woe. a fire to burn, 


= What artiſt Calls work ſublime, 
That mocks the teeth of raging Time? 
= Old fool! ! who after he hath form'd with pains, 
A genius rare, 
Jo make folks ſtare, 
Knocks out his brains: 
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Like children, dolls creating with high brags ; ; » 
Then tearing all their handy works to rags. 7M 
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Lo! Reynolds ſhines with undiminiſh*d ray ' _ 

eee, like the Bird of Jove, his diſtant way — 5 
Yet, ſimple portrait ſtrikes too oft our eyes *# 
Whilſt HisT* RY, anxious for his pencil, ſighs. # 


| We don't defire to fee on canvals live, 

U 338 Ihe copy of a jowl of lead; 

1 N When for th* original we wou'd not give 
A ſmall 7 we head, 


« inde... - 


mi . of Padre Mr. Weſt 

| be „ Quits þ Patagonian maker— 
1 3 — He knows that bulk is not a jeſt, 
| 80 gives us painting by the acre, 


But ah! the ARTisr's bruſh can never + bi 
Upon King Alexander and the fag, 
For as they play'd at loggerheads, a rubber, 
We ſurely ought to ſee a handſome battle 
Between the Monarch and the Piece of Cattle; 
| Whereas, each keeps his diſtance, like a lubber. 


His Majeſty, upon | bis be laid low, 
5 Seems preaching to his horned foe ; EE 


Obſerving | 
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| Obſerving what a very picked thing 
To hurt the ſacred perſon of a KING: 


And ſeems, about his buſineſs, to intreat him 
To march, for fear the hounds ſhould eat him. 
The /tag appears to ſay, in plaintive note, ® 
_ *« I own, King Alexander, my offence : 
«+ Teas + Oe not ſhow'd my loyalty, nor 
« ſenſe ; * 5 
bc So bid your huntſmen come and cut my throat.” 


— The cavalry, adorn'd with fair ſtone bodies; "3p 


Seem on the dialogue with wonder, ſtaring ; ; 


And on their flinty backs, a ſet of NODDIES, 
Not one braſs farthing Tor their MASTER, : 


caring. 


Behold | one fellow lifts his mighty ſpear 

To fave the owner of the Scottiſh Crown ; 4 
Which harmleſs hanging over the gaping deer, 
Seems in no mighty hurry to come down, 


Another on a Pegaſus, comes flying | 


His phiz, his errand much belying. 
For it by means to ba/te the beaſt ſo cruel, 
God knows, 'tis with a face of water. gruel. 
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So then, ſweet Muſe, the picture boaſts no merit 
As flat as diſh- water, or dead {mall-beer— 


Or, what the mark is tolerably near, 
As heads of Aldermen, devoid of ſpirit. 


Well then ! turn round- —view rother fide the 
room, e | 
And fee his Saviou mounting from the tomb! 

Is this piece, too, with painting ſins ſo cram'd 


| Born to increaſe the number of the damn'd? 


My ſentiments by no means I refuſe— 
Was our REDEEMER like the wretched thing, 
[ do not wonder that the cunting Jews 
 Scorn'd to acknowledge him for KING. 


b IZED IE eee — 


. n r I. 
deter r_moraliſeth, FE giveth good Advice. 


NVY and Jealouſy, that pair of dont; 
Stuff'd, like Pandora 8 box, with wond' rous 
5 evils, e | 

= 1 hate, abhor, abominate, deteſt : 

Like Circe, turning man into a beaſt 


Beneath 
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Beneath their cankering breath no bud can blow; 
Their black'ning pow'r reſembles ſmut 1 in corn, 


Which kills the riſing ears that ſhould adorn, 
And bid the vales with eden Nan glow. 


Vet, fierce in yonder dome each demon reigns ; 5 


Their poiſon ſwells too many an artiſt's veins; 8 


Draws from each labouring heart the fearful bgh,. 
And caſts a ſullen gloom on ev * eye. 


Bruſbmen! accept the counſel Peter ſends, . | 


Who ſcorns th' acquaintance of this brace of . 4 


Should any with «ncommon talents tow! r; 


: To any, is ſuperior ſcience given 


Oh, let the weaker feel their happy pow”: r; 5 


Like plants that triumphs.) in the dews of Heav” n. 


Be pleas'd, like Rejnolds, to 1 the bind; 


Who aids the feeble fault'ring feet of youth ;/ 


Unfolds the ample volume of his mind, 


With genius ſtor'd, and Nature. 8 ſimple truth, | 


Who St a Sun, reſembles not his brother, 


Whoſe beams fo full of jealouſy conſpire, 
Whene'er admitted to the room to ſmother 
The humble kitchen, or the parlour fire. 


ODE 
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Peter = Selig Serütechy-- been re 5 10 


vulgar Readers Laſpeth Pretenders to Tame. 
8 . 


„ 


© MODEST love of pale 1 do not blame— 
But I abhor a Rape on Mi iſtreſs Fame— 


. Although the Lady is exceeding chaſte, 


1 55 forward bullies ſeize her round the waiſt ; 


Swear, "lens valeni that ſhe ſhall be 4% , 


And though ſhe yows ſhe does not like en, 
Nay, threatens, for their impudenee, to frrike * en, 


The ſaucy raſcals Till perf, ft. 


Reader Rr images, here's no o confufion—— 
Thou therefore underſtand'ſt the Bard's alluſion; 
But poyibly thou haſt a rhichiſb head ; Es 


And therefore no vaſt quantity of brain—— 


Why then, my precious Pig of Lead, 


Tis neceſſary to explain. 


Some ARTISTS, i 1 fo may cal! em, 


80 ignorant 0 (the Foul Fiend maul em! 


Mere 


E 9 


Mere driv'lers in the charming art, 
5 Are vaſtly fond of being prais'd ; 
_ Wiſh to the ſtars, like Blanchard, to be rais d: 

And rais'd they ſhould be, reader—from a cart. 


If diſappointed in ſome Stentor's tongue, 

Upon themſelves they pour forth proſe o or ſong; 

7 Or buy it in ſome venal paper, 

7 And then beroically 8 E 

What pris t to immortality, aſpire, 1 
Who ſtick their traſh around the.room !— 


oY raſh meriting a very d ifPrent — 
F mean the warmer 9 of the fire! 


Ress n | knows, that 1 am anger ' d to the ſoul, 
Jo find ſome blockheads of their works fo vain ; 
; So Proud to ſee them hanging, cheek by jowl, 


With Hie“, whoſe poor 2 the ART 8 high | 
fame ſuſtain. 


To wond'rous merit their pretenſion, = ; 
On ſuch vicinity — ſpenſion | 
Brings to my mind a n unpleaſant ſtory, 

Which, e readers, let me ie lay before ye: : 


* The Preſident. | 


A ſhabby 


8 


; U 160 ] 


A ſhabby fellxv chanc's, one day, to meet 
The Britiſh Roſcius in the ſtreet, 
* Garrick, on whom our nation juſtly bragg— 
The fellow hugg'd him with a kind embrace— 
“ Good Sir, I do not recollect your face,” 
| Quoth Garrick——+ No ?” replicd the man 
of rags. 


be was of Drury you and I have trod 
“ Full many a time together, I am ſure- 
« When; 1 with an oath, cried Garrick —. for by 
c 8 | 
cc 1 never faw that face of Yours before! E > 


cc What . +; pray, _ 
4 Did you and 7 together R's” Pn 


ce * Lord! y | quot the fellow, « * think not that I 
50 hen you play'd lauer, Sir.—7 play'd the 
| 7 cc Cock “. 99 


« In the Ghoſt Scene, 


Peter talketh en) and 3 


covereth muſical K nowledge, and ſheweth that he 
not only hath kept Company with Fid-lers, but Fiddle- 


Praiſeth his ingenious Neighbour Sir — 


E not impos⸗ do on by a name ; 
But bid your eye the picture 8 merit trace: 5 


15 Poy n at times in outline may be lane, 
And Guido 8 mw deſtitute of grace. 


2 Yet lo! a N of ſome famous ſchool : 
A warranted old Daub of reputation, 
Where charming painting's eve ev'ry rule 
Hath ſuffer'd almoſt ex'ry violation; 
Ott hath been gaz'd at, by devouring eyes, 
Where 28 den 0 from the picture, fighs. 


80 ſome old Dutcheſs, as a 1 gray, 

Her ſnags by Time, ſure Dentiſt, Snatch'd away, 
With long, lank, flannel cheeks; 

> Where age in ev'ry wrinkled feature, | 

> Unto the poor, weak, ſhaking creature, 

2 Of death, unwelcome tidings ſpeaks; 
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it to Artiſts to prefer Pictures for their Merit Diſ- 


makers He ſatirizeth the Pſcudo-Cognoſcenti— 
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' Draws from the gaping mob the envying look, 
Becauſe her owner chanc'd to be a Duke. 


How many paſteboard rocks, and iron ſeas: 3 
How many torrents wild, of ſtill ſtone water: 


How many brooms, and broomſticks meant for zrees, 


Becauſe the fancied labours of Salvator“; 


| Whole pencil, too, moſt groſsly may have blunder'd, 


i e the bleſt Pqſelſor 857 a hundred? 


Thus prove A ved. a Stainer 1. or Anati t; 


No matter for the fiddle's found ; 


The fortunate Poſer ſhall not bate ye 


| A doit, of fifty, nay a hundred pound: 


And though, what's vulgarly baptiz'd a rep, 
Shall in a hundred pounds be deem'd I : 


It tickles one ee to bear 


Wiſe prating pedants the o/d maſters tte; 


Damning by wholefale, with ſarcaſtic ſneer, 


The woretched works of modern days; 


Making at living wights ſuch fatal puſhes, 
As if not good enough to wipe their bruſhes. 


* Salrator Roſa. - 
+ A German Fiddle-Maker. | 
4 A maker of Ba 80 called Cremonas. 


And 
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And yet on each wiſe cognoſtente als, 
Who mall for hours on paint and ſculpture din 
; ye; 
A perſon, with facility, may paſs | 
Kigaud for Raphaei—Bacon for Bernini, ; 
Or, little as an oven to Ve eſuvius, 
Mill Tyler for Palladio or Vitruvius / 


One wou'd imagine, by the mad'ning fools 
Who talk of nothing but the ancient ſchools, 
And vilify the works of modern brains, 
They think poor Mother Nature's art is fled, 
That now ſhe cannot make a head, 5 
Who took with old Italian nobs ſuch pains ; ; 

Nay to a driv'/er turn'd, her pow'r ſo ſunk is, 
Tame ſoul ! that nothing now ſhe makes but mand ies. 


2 5 


Look at your fav'rite Reynolds,” is theti ſtrain— : 
& Allow'd by all, the fr in Europe” s cye; 
One atom of repute can Reynolds gain, 
When Titian, Rubens, and Vandyke, are nigh ; 
0 Can Reynolds live near Raphael's matchleſs line?“ 
Yes, blinkards ! and with equal luſtre ſhine | 


.# 


Peter eee in Wiſdom, ave ache! 0b f 
 Seemeth angry at the Illiberality of Nature in the 
Afﬀair of his good Acquaintance the Lord High Chan- 
cellor of England, and Mr. Pepper Arden Peter 

treateth his Readers with Love-Verſes of paſt Times. 


op not - Nature! 8 form t00 chſely, ” 
| Whene'er ſhe treats your /itter groſly : 


For os ſhe gives deformity for grace, 
Pray ſhow a little mercy on the face. 


Indeed *twould be but charity to flatter 


Some dreadful works of e drunken Nature. 


As for example ;—Let us now ſuppoſe _ 

Thurlow's black ſeowl, and Pepper Arden's noſe : 

But when your pencils powers are bid to trace 

The ſmiles of Devonſhire—Duncannon's grace— 

To bid the bluſh of beauteous Campbell riſe, 

And wake the radiance of Augu/ta's* eyes, 
(Sad! Muſe, thou art beginning to grow loyal — 
And paint the graces of the 5 Royal: 


. Second daughter of the Kg. 
. 5 Try 


Sweet Menn! l 


Try all your art—and when your toils are dove; 
You ſhew a Funfy meteor for a Sun, 


Or ſhould your {kill attempt her face and air, 


Who fir'd my heart, and fix'd my roving eye— | 


The Loves, who robb'd a world to make her fair, 


Would Cy VIPS, and your” art defy. 


i.” 3 take the ng 
Which Cynthia s charms alone, inſpir” d: 


: That left of yore, the poet's tongue, 


When Love his raptur'd fancy fir'd. 


s O N 6. 


FROM her, alas! whoſe ſmile. was love, 


1 wander to ſome lonely cell: 


My ſighs too weak the maid to move, 


I bid the As. Horx, farewel. 


Be all her Siren arts forgot, N 


That fill d my boſom with alarms : 


Ah! let her crime—a little ſpot, 


Be loſt amidſt her blaze of charms 


As on I wander flow, my ſighs, 


At ev'ry ſtep for Cynthia mourn : | 
My anxious HEART within me dies, | 
And linking, whiter, « Oh! return.” 7 


Deluded 
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e Nor fondly nurſe the fatal flame — 
2 By abſence, thou ſhall loſe thy woe ; 


And only flutter at her name. 


Reader! I own the ſong of ve is frocet : 


Moft plegſing to the ſoul of gentle Peter: 
Your cycs then with another let me treat, 


Ohl! gentle Sirs, and in the ſame ſweet metre. 


- ; 


SAY, lonely Main, with down-caſt eye— = 


O Delia! ſay, with cheeks ſo pale, 


What gives thy heart the lengthen'd ſigh, 
Tbat tells the world a mournful tale? 


Thy tears that thus each other chaſe, | 
Beſpeak a boſom ſwell'd with woe; 
Thy ſighs, a ſtorm that wrecks thy peace, 


Which ſouls like zhine ſhould never know. 


Oh! tell me, doth ſome favour'd youth, 


With virtue tir'd, thy beauty flight ; 


And leave thoſe thrones of love and truth, 


That lip, and boſom of delight? 


Per haps 
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| Perhaps to Nymphs of other ſhades, 


He feigns the ſoft, impaſſion'd tear, 


With ſongs their eaſy faith invades, 


That treach'rous won thy witleſs ear. 


Let not thoſe maivs thy envy move, 


For whom his heart may ſeem to pine 


That HEART can ne'er be bleſt by love, 


Wheſe guilt could force a pang from thine, 


{ 


Pius Peter acknowledgeth l great Obligations to the 
Reverend Mr. Martyn Luther —Yet lamenteth the 


E feet y this TIO 5 OPTI on Ones 


Who found to Heav'n a a ſhorter way and 
footer; „ 
And ſhall not ſoon repay the obligation : 7 


Martyn againſt the Papiſis got the laugh ; 
Who, as the butchers bleed and bang a calf 


To whiteneſs—bled and bang'd unto ſalvation : 


* 


TE FOI VER owe much to Morey Luther, 35 
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Grac'd all our backs with ſets of h; ſkins, 


Down tumbled Anthony who preach'd to Sprats, 


Came down by faveur of long flicks and bats. 
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As if fach drubbings could expel their fins ; 
As if that Pow” a, whoſe works with awe We 
view, 


CITE 


Then order'd x us to beat them black and blue. 


Well then! we muſt confeſs for certain, . 
That much we owe to Mr. Martyn, 


Who altered for the better our religion — 


vet, by it, glorious PanTiNG much did loſe— 
Was pluck'd, poor Goppess! like a gooſe ; 


Or, for the rhime-ſake, like a pigeon. 


Mad at the Whore of Babylon, and Bull, 
| Down from the churches men began to pull 
Pictures, that long had held a lofty ſtation— 
Pictures of SarnTs, of pious reputation, 


For curing, by a miracle, the ills, 


That now ſo ſtubborn yield not to devotions, | 
But unto bliſters, boluſſus, and potions, 


That make ſuch bandſome *pothecaries bills, .._ 


And he * who held diſcourſes with a Hog, 
That, grunting, after him ſo us'd to jog ; 


\ 


* Commonly known by the name of Pig Anthony. 
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The Autre who grinn'd on ſpits, like ven'ſon roaſt- 


ing, 


Broiling on gridir ns——baking in an oven ; 


Or on a fork, like cheeſe of Cheſhire, /oa/ting, 


Or kick'd to death, by Satan's hoof ſo cloven 
All humbled to the ground were forc'd to _— 


Spits, forks, and r ins, ovens, dev'l and all. 


Ev'n Saints & poor Old England's breeding, 
In wonders, many foreign ones, exceeding z 


Our hot reformers did as roughly handle: 


In troth, poor harmleſs ſouls! they met no quarter, 
But down were tumbled, Miracle and Martyr ; 


Put up in lots, and ſold by inch of candle. 


Had we been N l we e ill had ſeen 
Devils and Devil's mates, young pimping 3 


Tempting the bluſhing Nuxs of frail fifteen, 


With gangs of ogling, roſy, wanton FRlars: | 
Which Nuns ſo pure, no love- ſpeech could cajole— : 


Who frarv'd the body, to preſerve the ſoul. 


Then had we ſcen St. Ba 5 his head 
Freſh in his hand, and with. affection 770. ing ; 
And if the nob, that from his ſhoulders fled, 


= ; Ft 
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By knife, or broad- ſword, never had been mi 1 : 


Then | 
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Then had we ſeen, upon their friendly coating, 


Saints on the waves, like gulls and wigeons floating. 


Pye ſeen a $arxr on board a ſhip, 


To whom, for a fair wind, the Papiſts pray, 


Wel flogg'd from ſtem to ſtern, by birch and whip, 
Poor wooden fellow! twenty times a aha 


Pull'd by the noſe, and kick'd— =call'd lubber, owl, 


To make him turn a wind, to fair from foul! 


And often this hath brought a proſp'rous gale, 


When pray'rs and curſes have been found to fail. 


7 0 This, had we Papiſts been, had grac'd our churches, 
; Saints, ſeamen, nole. pulling, kicks, whips, and 


birches. 
D 


r ie. 
Peter attacketh the Exotic R. A's, 


1 ove: Sies, before I bid adieu, 


Let me inform you, fome deſerve my praiſe : 
But truſt me, gentle Squires, ye are but few 


Whole names would not diſgrace my lays ; ; 


You' Ih 


eee 1 A 

You'll ſay, with grinning, ſharp, ſarcaſtic face, 35 5 
We muſt be bad indeed, if that's the caſe— 15 0 
Why, if the truth J muſt declare, N 
— gentle ſquires, you really are! 


I'm greatly pleas'd 1 muſt allow, | OY OE 5 . 4 
To ſee the Foreigners beat hollow; 6 


Who ſtole into that dome the Lord knows how— 


I hope to God no more will follow: : 
Who, curs'd with a poor ſniv' ling ſpirit, 
Were never known to vote for Merit 


Poor narrow- minded imps, = „„ 
Hanging together juſt like ſhrimps, ” - 
I own, (lo little they have merited) 


That from yon. noble dome, 
Made almoſt an Italian and French home, 


I long to ſee the vermin ferreted. 


Vet where's FFI however watch'd by cats, 
That can get rid of all its rats? 
Or, if a prettier ſimile may pleaſe, 
Where is the bed that hath not fleas ? 


Or, if a prettier Aill- 


what London rugs 


Have not at times been viſited by buzs*® 
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Peter taketh Leave Diſplayeib wonderful Learning— 
 Seemeth forry to part with his Keaders— Admini- 
ous Crumbs - 5 


v deten teen! 'tis with grief 1 tell, 
That now, for ever, I muſt bid farewel ! 


4 


Glad, if an ode of mine, with grins, can treat ye, 
Valete. 
And if you like the Lyric Peter's 8 oddity; F 
Plaudite. 
"Rich as a Jew am in Latian ore 
So, claſſic readers, take a ſentence more: 
Pulchrum eft monſirari digito, et dicier hic 90 E 
Says Juvenal, who lov'd a bit of fame 
In Engliſn— Ah! 'tis ſweet amongſt the thickeſt 
To be found out, and pointed at by name. 


To hear the ferinking GREAT exclaim, „ That's 
Filer, | 

„Who makes much immortality by metre; 

e Who nobly dares indulge the tuneful whim, 

And cares no more for Kincs than KINGS for 

« him.” : 


Yet 
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Yet one word more before we part — 
Should any take it grievouſly to heart; 
Look melancholy, pale, and wan, and thin, 
Like a poor pullet that hath eat a pin; 

Put on a poor deſponding face and pine, 
Becauſe that Peter the Divine 

Reſolves to give up Painting Ode 
By all the rhy ming Goddeſſes and Gods, 
There, upon a poet's word, proteſt, 
That if it is the world's requeſt 

That [I again in Lyric ſhould W 
Lo! rather than be guilty of the ſin 

Of loſing George the Third one Subjects Ain, 
My Lyric Bagpipe ſhall be tun'd next year. 
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85 Phigia Syracoſio, dignata eſt ludere Verſu 
Noſtra, nec erubuit Sylvas habitare Thalia; 


Cum canerem Reges et Prælia Cynthius Aurem 
Vellit et admonuit— 


Viacir- 
I, who fs lately i in my lyric FOE 
Sung to the Praiſe and Glory of R— * 

And ſweetly tun'd to Love the melting IR 

With Ovid's Art, and Sappho's Warmth divine; 

Said (nobly daring!) © Muse, exalt thy Wings, 

« Love, and the Soxs of Canvas, quit for K—6s.? 
Arorro, laughing at my Powers of Song, 
Cry'd, © Pere Pixar, prithce held thy Tye, 15 

But I, like Poets, ſelf-ſufficient grawny 5 

. 6c AroLLo, prithee hold 9 oa. 
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TO THE READER. 


GeNTI Reaps a, 


I is neceſſary. to. inform thee, that his M—y 
actually diſcovered, ſome time ago, as he ſat at 


table, a Louſe on his plate. The emotion occaſioned 
by the unexpected appearance of vom a Zuęſt, can be 
better imagined than deſeribed. 


An edict was, in conſequence, paſſed for ſhaving 
the Cooks and Scullions, and the unfortunate Louſe 
condemned to die. on he - 


Such is the foundation of the Loufiad. With 
what degree of merit the Poem is executed, the un- 
critical as well as the critical Reader will decide. 


The ingenious Author, who ought to be allowed to 
know ſomewhat of the matter, hath been heard pri. 
vately to declare, that in his opinion the Batracho- 
myomachia of Homer, the Secchia Rapita of T aſſoni, 
the Lutrin of Boileau, the Diſpenſary of Garth, and 
: %%% the 
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the Rape of the Lock of Pope, are not to be compared 
to it—and to exclaim at the ſame time, with all the 
modeſt race of a an Author— 


Cedite Scriptores Romani, cedite Graii— 
| 8 ortum in terris, Lov SIADA, melius. i 


Which, for the ſake of the mere ' Engliſh Reader, i is 
thus Ry tranſlated : 


Roman ad Grecian * great and ſmall, 
The Author of the Lousiap beats you Art. 


THE 
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HE LOUSE, I ſing, that from ſome head 
unknown, VVV 


Vet born and educated near a throne, 5 5 
Dropp'd down, —(ſo wild the dread decrees of 


With legs wide ſprawling on the M——cch's plate: : 
Far from the rapture's of a Wife's embrace ; 
Far from the gambols of a tender Race, _ 
Whoſe little feet he taught, with care, to tread | 
Amidſt the wide dominions of the head 

Led them to daily food, with fond delight, 

And taught the tiny trav'lers where to bite. 
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| To hide, to run, advance, or turn their tails. 
When hoſtile combs attack'd, or vengeful nails 
Far from thoſe pleaſing ſcenes, ordain'd to roam, 
. Like wile Ulyſſes, from his native home; 
= Tet, like that Sage, tho? forc' q to roam and mourn— 
| Like him, alas! not fated to return- LE 
Who, full of rags and glory, ſaw bis Boy 9 a 4 
And + Wife again, and Dog | that dy'd for joy. 55 S 
Down dropp'd the luckleſs LO Us E, with fe ar 
- --:..  -appall'd, 
And wept his wife and chien, as \ be 1 4 
Thus, on a promontory's miſty brow, 
The Poet's eye, with ſorrow, law a Cow 
Take leave abrupt of bullocks, goats, and ſhe *. 
By tumbling headlong down the dizzy ſteep; 1 
No more to reign 1 Qucen amongſt the cattle, 3 
And urge her riva! beaux, the bulls, to battle; Z 
. S dhe fell, rememb'ring, ev'ry roaring lover, 
4 = With all her wild courant in fields of clover. 
Now, on his legs, amidſt a thouſand woes, 
The LOUSE, with, j judge-like gravity arolc : 5 
He wanted not a motive to intreat him, | 
Be. ae the horror, that the 3 might eat him— 


. * Telemachus. 
+ Penelope. 
+ Argus, for whoſe hiſtory ſce the Ody ley. 
4 - moriens dulces reminiſcitur Argos. FO 
| (117 Viss. 


E 11 4 
The dread of aki! on the fatal fork; 
Stuck with a piece of mutton, beef, or pork; | 
Or drowning *midſt the ſauce in Uifmal ae; 
| Was full enough to make him tir his ous 165 ; 
Vain hope! of ſtealing unperceivd away! | 
He might as well have tartied Where he lay. 
Seen was this LOUSE, as with the Royal .be. 
Our hungry K*** amus'd himſelf with food; 
Which proves (tho? ſcarce beliey'd by one in 1) 
That Kings have appetites like common men; 
And that, like London Aldermen and Miet, ö 
They feed on more ſubſtantial ſtuff than r. 2 Dt 
"Or Paint, heavy? e _ the look, the very look, 
A That of the S——n's face, poſſeſſion took, . 
When firſt he ſaw the LO USE, in folemn Nate, n 
Grave as a Spaniard, march acroſs the plate! 5 
Vet, could 2 LOUSE a Britiſh King furprize, 
And, like a pair of faucers, ſtretch his eyes? 4 
The little tenant of a mortal Head, 25 
Shake the great Ruler of three realms with Dread: 1 
Good Lord ! (as Somebody ſublimely ſings,) 
What great effects ariſe from little things!“ 
As many a loving ſwain and nymph can tell, 
Wet . Nature” $ law, have hd 100 well 7 / 
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b 1 with more Horror, did his eyes behold, 
Charles Fox, that cunning enemy of old. 


When 
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When Te wing upon his plotting brains, 
And dear Prerogative was juſt in chains: 

Not with more horror, did his cye-balls work 
Convulſive on the patriotic Burke, 
When guilty of economy, the crime! 

Ed mund wide wander'd from the true ſublime, 
And, cat- like, watchful of the fleſh and fiſh, =_ 
Cribb'd from the R-y-l table many a diſh= _ E 

Saw ev'ry flice of bread and butter cut, 
Fach apple told, and number'd ew'ry nut; 

And gaug d (compog'd upon no ſneaking ſcale) 
The Monarch's belly like a caſk of ale; 1885 

Convinc'd that, in his ſcheme of fare-folration, TE 

To flarve- * the Palace was to fave the Nation: 1 
Not more aghaft he look'd, when midſt the courſe, .. 

He tumbled, in a ſtag-chaſe, from his horſe, = 

| Where all his Nobles deem'd their M—ch dead, 

But ory he pitch'd upon his Head 5 


* His M——y was really reduced ſome time ſince to a moſt - 
mortifying delimma;. the apples at dinner-time having been, by 7 
too great a liberality to the royal children, expended, the K—g 
ordered a ſupply, but was informed that the Board of Green 

Cloth would poſitively allow no more. En raged at the unexpected 
and wnreyal diſappointment, he furiouſly puts bis hands i in his 
pocket, took out ſixpence, ſent a Page for two penny. worth of 9 

pippins, 1nd received che change. | 


| Not 


Jn 


—_ RAT IE ä _ 
1 RE n A * 

. T me EONS? — 4* 
— Be # 5 


— 
2 
* 
10 
4 


RN 
15 
* 
1 
. 
5 
„ 
Y 5 
PINS. 
N 
#4 BY 
. 5 RY 
> -4 Ga 4 
8 
—— "= 
"<< 
5 
2 
* 
. 
XL 
„ 


$1 $ 
au 
IST VL. 
2 "$0 
©: 
** 


E 75 


Not Veniſon Eatert at the vaniſh'd Fat, 
With ſtomachs wider than a Quaker's hat : 
Not with more horror Mr. Serjeant Pliant 
Looks down upon an empty-handed client : 
Not with more Horror ſtares the rural MAID, 
Buy hopes, by fortunetellers, dreams, betray? d, 
| Who ſees her ticket a dire blank WE 
Too fondly thought the twenty thoufand prize, : 
With which the ſimple damſel meant, no doubt, 
To blefs her faithful fav? rite Colin Clout. 


Not with more horror, | ſtares each lengthen'd 

feature, 
of ſome fine fluttering, mincing Petit-maitre, : 
When of a wanton chimney-ſweeping wag, 

The Beau's white veſtment feels the ſooty bag: 

Not with more horror, did the Devil look, 

When Dunſtan by the noſe the dæmon took, 

(As gravely ſay our legendary ſongs) 

And led him with a pair of red-hot tongs ; 'E 

Not Lady Worſley, chaſte as many a nun, 

Look'd with more horror at Sir Richard's fun, 
When rais'd on high to view her naked charms, 
Ale held the peeping Captain in his arms; 

I ike David, that moſt amorous little dragon, 
Ogling ſweet Bathſheba without. a rag on. 


Not 
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Not more ba great N SAM. HQUSE, with 
horror, 8 | $4 

By mob affronted to the very eds 
Whoſe impudence (cnough to damn a jail) 
Snatch'd. from his waying hand his Fox's — 8 
And ſtuff'd it *midlt his thunders of brake. 
Full in the centre of Sam's gaping jaws, 
That forcing down his patriotic throat. 
Of Fox and e Fopp'd, the glorious note. 


Not whit. more re barons: Billy Ramus +: ſtar'd 
When Puff t, the P—ce's hair- drefler appear 4, = 
; Amidſt their eating-room, with dread deſign, ; 
"mu ji t with Pages, and with Pages dine! . 


. In Weſtminter-Hall, where the « Gi (the Author was juſt | 

5 about to ſay nonſenſe) of the people was to be taken on an election 5 

„ Ramus —emphatically and conſtantly called by His 
M—y Billy Ramus. One of the Pages who ſhaves the S——n, 
airs his ſhirt, reads to him, writes for him, and collect anec- 


15 dotes. „ 
F Puff, his R. 45 Highneſs 8 hair-dreſſer, who attending bim 


at Windſor, tha P—ce, with bis uſusl good nature, ordered him 
to dine with the Pages. The pride of the Pages immediately 
took fire, and a petition was diſpatched to the K— and P ce, | 
to be relieved from the diſtreſsful circumſtance of. dining with 2 
 hair-dreſer. The petition was treated with the proper contempt, 
and the Pages commanded to receive Mr. Puff into their meſs, or 
uit the table. With unſpeakable mortification Mr. Ramus and 
his brethren /ubmitted ; but, like the poor Gentoos who have loſt 


Iheir Caf}, have not held up their heads face. 
x | 2 : Not 
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Not with more horror GLosTzR's Ducheſs ſtar'd, 
When (bleſt in Metaphor) the K*** declar'd, 
That not of all her mongrel breed, one whelp 
Should in the TOR Kennel ever Jelp. 


Not more, that man lo feet, 10 unprepar'd, 
1 The gentle Squire of * Leatherhead, was cr 
7 When after pray'rs ſo good, and rare a ſermon, 

| He found his Faoxr attack'd by Harriet Vernon: 
-— Who meant (Thaleftris-like, diſdaining fear oe 
To pour her Foor, in thunder on his REAR; 
Who, in + Gop's houſe, without one grain of grace, 
pit, like a vixkx, in his Worſhip's mo, 
Ihen ſhook her nails, as ſharp as taylor's ſhears, 8 
2 = That itch'd to ſcrape acquaintance with his ears : 8. 

3 Z Not Atkinſon | with ſtronger terror ſtarted 
(Somewhat afraid, perchance, of being carted) | 
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'S: Kroakes is the 3 the way aſſailed by this 
I furious Maid of Honour, for his ee of the lady as 
| 44 an acquaintance for his wife. 

1 + Verily in the Houss of the 1 on the La Day, 
1 5 in the year of our Lord 1785, in the village of Leatherhead, 
8 in the county of Surry, did this profane ſalival aſſault take 
A place on the phiz of Squire Kynaſton, to the diſgrace of his 
family, the wonder of the parſon, the horror of the clerk. nod: | 
| the ſtupefaction of the congregation. 


8 4 Mr. Chriſtopher Atkinſon” Y airing in the ve is bei. 
3 ently Enown to the public. 
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When Juſtice, a fly dame, one day thought fit 
To pay her ſerious compliments to Krr, 


Reſolv'd at firſt (for Spaniards are i, ſtuff) 


not many mouths 1 8 


U 45 


3 
0 

; 
; 


Aſk'd him a few pla queſtions about ccr7, 
And whiſper'd, ſhe believ'd he was i hag 


Then hinted that he probably would find, 
That tho' ſhe ſometimes wink'd ſhe was not blind. 


Not more Aſturias' * Princeſs look? 4 affright, 
At breakfaſt, when her ſpouſe, the unpolite 
Hurl'd, madly heedleſs both of time and place, 


A cup of boiling coffee in her face; 


Becauſe the fair one eat a butter'd roll, 


On which the e Prince had fix'd his ſoul. 


Not more aftoniſh'd look'd that Prince to find, 
His royal father to his face unkind; 
Who to the cauſe of injur'd due won, 


Sciz'd on the large Proboſcis of his ſon, 


(Juſt like a Tyger of the Lybian ſhade, _ 
Whoſe furious claws the helpleſs deer invade,) 
And led him, 'til zhat Son its durance Beep; 


By aſking pardon for the brutal need 3-5 | : 


Led him thrice round the room (the fry goes) 


Who followed with great gravity his noſe, 


To aſk no pardon, tho' the sxour came . 


This quarrel between the Prince of Aſturias and his Prin- 
ceſs, with the interference of the Spaniſh Monarch, as deſcribed 
here, is not a poetic fiction, but. an abſolute fact, that pes 
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Not more a/toniſh'd look'd that Spaniſn King, 
Whene'er. he miſs'd a ſnipe upon the wing: 
Not more aftoniſh'd look'd hat King of Spain, 

To ſee his gun-boats blazing on the main; 

Nor Doctor Johnſon more, to hear the tale 5 
Of vile Piozzi's marrying Mrs. Thrale; 

Nor Doctor Wilſon, child of am'rous folly, 
When young Mac Clyſter bore off Kit M Auley. 


What dire emotions ſhook the M— ch 8 ſoul! 1 

Juſt ke two billiard balls his eyes 'gan roll, 
Whilſt anger all his royal HEART pofleſt, 
That ſwelling, wildly bump'd againſt his breaſt, 
Bounc'd, at his ribs with all his might ſo ſtout, 
As reſolutely bent on Jumping out, 1 
I' avenge, with all his powers, the dire diſgrace, - 
And nobly ſpit in the oftender's face, - 
Thus a large dumpling to its cell confin'd, 

(A very apt alluſion to my mind) 


be, His Moſt Catholic Majeſty” a ſhooting merits are b unfvertatly 
acknowledged. Though far advanced in years, he is {till the ad- 
miration of his ſubjects, and the envy of his brother Kings, as a 
SHOT and it is well known, that even on thoſe days when the 
Royal Robes are obliged to be worn, his breeches pocket: are 
ſtuffed with gun flints, ſcrews, hammers, and other implements 
neceflary for the deſtruction of ſuipes, partridges, and wild pigs. 
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Lies ſnug, until the water waxeth hot, 
Then buſtles *mid{ the tempeſt of the pot: 
In vain !the lid keeps down the child of dough, 
Ihat bouncing, tumbling, ſweating, rolls below. 


e deareſt partner of my throne” (he cries, 

Lifting to pitying Heav'n his piteous eyes) 

Thou brighteſt gem of G -——ge*s Royal Houſe, 
« Look there, and tell me if that's not a LOUSE !” 
The Q=—— look'd down, and then exclaim” d, 

. Good ha” 

And with a ſmile the dapp! d en ſaw. 
Each P—ceſ ſtrain'd her lovely neck to ſee, 

And with another ſmile exclain d, +66 Good me!“ 
O la! Good me! is that all you can lay! „ 
(Our gracious M —ch cry'd with huge giſnay) 

Heavn's! can a aun vacant ſmile take . ace 
Upon your M——y's and Children's tace, 

*© Whilſt that vile Louſc (ah! ſoon to be un- 
5 jointed ! 1 85 
ce Affronts the dene of the Loup 8 AvomTED! * 
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Daſb'd as if tax'd ith Hell's od Fs ns, 
The 2 - and 2 ſſes drew in their chins, 
Look'd prim, and gave each exclamation o'er, 

And very prudent, * word fpake never more.“ 


Sweet 


eee - ee” 
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Sweet Maids! the beauteous boaſt of/ Britain' 's iſle— is 
Speak—were thoſe peerleſs lips:forbid to ſmile? 
Lips! that the ſoul of ſimple Nature moves 
Form'd by the bounteous band of all the Loves! 
Lips of Delight! unſtain'd by Satire's gall! 
Lips that 1 never kiſs d—and never N 
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— Now, to each trembling Ber, as mute” $2 a mouſe, 5 
4 The pious M——ch cry'd, Is this your Louſe? 
« Ah! Sire,” A each "wo with ee 
wine) | 
« An't pleaſe your M it is not mine y 
Not thine?” (the haſty Monarch cry'd wen)! 
= What! ? what? what? what? what? who- the 
9 5 9 devil's then | EY 5 
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Now at this ſad event, ie 3 Tanks 

; Vahappy, could not eat a mouthful more; 

c 1 His 20% r Q——n, her gracious ſtomach ſtudying, 
3% Stuck moſt rot to the beef and pudding; „ 
For Germans are a very hearty ſort, 
= Whethct begot in Hog-ſtyes or a Court, 
Who bear ( which ſhews their hear ts are not of 
5 Alone | 


The ils 0” others better than their own. 


e 


Grim Terror ſeig'd the fouls of all the Pages, 
Of different ſizes, and of different ages; 
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The growling M 
Watch well that blackguard animal, (he cries) 
e That ſoon or late, to glut my vengeance, dies / 

«© Watch; like a Cat, that vile marauding L OUSE, 

* Or G—ge ſhall play the devil in the Houſe. 

* Some ſpirit whiſpers, that to Cooks I owe 

ce The precious Viſitor that crawls below; 

C By Heav'n! the b N ring Spirit tells me true, 
* And ſoon dire vengeance ſhall their locks purſue. 

©. Cooks, ſcourers, ſcullions too, with tails of pig. 
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Fierce as the redd'ning flame that rea/ts and fries ; 
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Frighten'd about their penſions or their bones, 
They on cach other gap'd, like Jacob's ſons ! 


Now to a Page, but which, we can't determine, 
ch gave the plate and vermin : 


a 


Shall loſe their coxcomb curls, and wear a wit” 


= Thus roar'd the K—g,—not Hercules ſo big; Þ 
And all the Palace echo d wear a wig / 


Fear, like an ague, ſtruck the pale-nos'd Cooks— 


And dafh'd the beef and ven'ſon from their looks ; 
Whilſt from each check, Old EO WATT his 


Red. 


And pity blubber'd o'er each menac'd head. 


Yor jo! the great Cook- major comes! his eyes, 


1116 
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His cheeks like Bladders, with high paſſion glowing, 
Or like fat Dutch Trumpeter's when blowing. 
A neat white apron his huge corps embrac'd, 


Tied by two comely ſtrings about his waiſt : 

An Apren ! that be purchas'd with his riches, 

To guard from hoſtile greaſe, his velvet breeches— 
An Apron / that in Monmouth-ſtreet, high hung, 


” Oft t to the winds with ſweet TOE * 


ON Ye ſons of Dripping, on your Major look!” 


(In ſounds of deep-ton'd thunder cry'd the Cook) 


“By this white apron, that no more can hope 
6 To join the piece in Mr. In#e's ſhop ; 


That oft hath held the beſt of Palace meat, 
* And from his forchead, wip'd the briny ſweat ; 
I ſwear, this Head diſdains to loſe its locks, 


* And thoſe that do not, tell them they are Blocks. 
Whoſe head, my Cooks, ſuch vile din endures! : 


Aa 


„Will it be yours, or yours, or yours * :* 


£ 


N 


Ten thouſand crawlers in the head be hatcl'd, 
For ever itching, but be never ſcratc hd. 


Q 


Ohl! may the charming perquiſite of greaſe, 
The Mammon of your pocket, ne'er increaſe ;j— 


* Greaſe , that ſo frequently hath brought you coin, 


From Veal, Pork, Mutton, and the Great Sir Loin. 


« O brothers 
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ou 0 brothers of the ſpit, be firm as rocks 
To no King on earth I yield theſe locks. 


<« Few are my hairs behind, by age endear'd !|— 


But. few or many, they ſhall not be ſhear'd. 


“ Sooner ſhall Madam Swellenberg * the jade 
„ Yield up her fay'rite perquiſites of trade, 
Give up her ſacred Majeſty's old Gowns, 
Caps, Petticoats, and Aprons, without Frowns : 
She! who for ever ſtudics M. iſchief—She, 


* Who ſoon will be as buſy as a bee, 


* 


N 


To get the liberty of locks en/lav'd, 


= 


And every harmleſs Cook and Scullion N 
She, if by chance a Britiſh Servant Maid, 


By ſome inſinuating tongue betray'd, 


& Induc'd the fair forbidden fruit to taſte, 
Grovs, (luckleſs) ſomewhat bigger in the wal ,, 


Rants, ſtorms, ſwears, turns the penitent to door, 
6 


Go 


Grac'd with the pretty names of B—ch and W—, 


To range a proſtitute upon the town, 


0 


0 


Or, if the weeping wretch think better, drown : L 
But, if a German Spider-bruſher fails, 
Whoſe Neſe grows Harper, and whoſe oye tells 


6 tales; 7 


a 


* 


. * Miflreſs of the Robes to Her Majeſty. 
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» Buxom Nanny—a female ſervant of the Palace, who con- 
 fiantly attends the K—g when he reads the diſpatches. 
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Huſh'd 1 is th' affair the — = and SHE, gow 


66 Dame, 


Both club their wits, to hide the growing ame: 


To wed her, get ſome fool -I mean ſome wiſeman ; 


Then dub the prudent Cuckold, an Exciſeman : 


SE! who hath got more inſolence and pride, 


meat, 


God mend her heart! than half the world befide: 
Sns! who, of guttling 1 fond, ſtuffs down more 


Heaw n help her ſtomach ! than ten men can eat! 
Ten men! aye, more than ten, the hungry HA! 


6e Bac: 


Why, zounds . | the GMT | Stomach's like a 


Sz! who will ſwell the uproar of the houſe, | 


And tell the K- g damn'd lies about the LOUSE; 


When probably that Louſe (a vile old trull!) 
Was born and nouriſh'd in her own grey ſcull. 


0 FRY tar room a ſhall buxom Nanny * quit, 


VW here oft ſhe charms her maſter with her Wit 


Tells tales of ev'ry body, ew ry thing, 


From honeſt courtiers to the thieves who ſwing— 
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Waits on her 8. 


n while he reads Diſpatches, 


And wiſely winds up State Affairs or Watches ; 


Sooner the Prince (may Heav'n his income 


mend!) 


Shall quit his bottle, miſtreſs, and his friend 
Laugh at the drop on MiskRv's languid eye, 
And hear her ſinking voice, without a ſigh: 
Break, for the wealth of Rrarus, his ſacred 


„ word, 


And let the world write Coward on his word! 


Sooner ſhall ham from fowl and turkey part! 
And Stuffing leave a calf's or bullock's heart! 
Sooner ſhall toaſted cheeſe take leave of muſtard! 


And from the codlin tart be torn the cuſtard : 
Sooner theſe hands the OO haunch ſhall | 


<6: poi, 
And all our melted butter turn to oil; 


Sooner our pious K—g, with pious face, 


Sit down to dinner without ſaying grace; 
And ev'ry night, ſalvation pray'rs put forth, 
For Portland, Fox, Burke, Sheridan, and North: 
Sooner ſhall faſhion order frogs and ſnails, 


And diſh-clouts ſtick eternal to our tails. 


Let G -f view MiN1sTERS with /urly Looks, 
Abuſe * em, lick em- but revere his Cooks 2 
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_ What, loſe our locks ! 8 (reply'd the roaſting 
« Crew) 


To Barbers yield 'em Damme if we do! 


6 


6 


Be ſbav'd like foreign Docs, one daily meets, 
Naked and blue, and ſhiv'ring in the ſtreets? 
And from the Palace be aſham'd to range, 
For fear the world ſhould think we had the 


as mange; ö 
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0 
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66 By taunting boys made weary of our lives, 
© Broad- 1 * and ridiculing wives!“ 


« Rouſe, Oppoſe tion ⸗ (roar'd a tif Cook, 
With hands a kimbo, and bubonic 1008) ----: 


«© *Tis ſhe alone, our noble curls can keep— 


Without her, Miniſters would fall aſleep ; 


. ſhe who makes great men—our Foxes, Pitts, 
be And ro" op whet-ſtone-like, the Nariox's $ 


: "0 Wits : . 5 
Knocks off your knaves and fouls, however great, 


* 


And, broom- like, deere the Cobwebs of the 


c State: 5 
Like ſulphur i in a caſk, expels bad air, 


0 


N 


Acts, like a gun, that fir 'd at gather'd ſoot, 


"0 Preſerves the chimney and the houſe to hoot: 
* Or, like a ichool- boy's a, that Jeeps up 


„ Tops: 
The ſinking Realm, by V. lagellation, props. 


And makes, like thunder-claps, faul weather fair; 


Cc 2 : * Our 


E11 


* Our Mh muſt not be indulg'd 00 far ; 
Beſides I love a little bit of war. 

Whether to crop our curls, he boaſts a ate, 

* Or not, I do not care the Louſe' $ wer 


K 
pay 


K Heav'n | 


OO « COOKS?! YEOMEN: SCOURERS! we will 


& not be driv'n. 
" Try but to force a Pic againſt his will, 
“ Behold | the furdy Gentleman ftands fill! 
Or, perhaps (his pow'r to let the driver know) | 


R 
a 


x Gallops the Ou road he ſhould not go— 
% No force for me! the French the fawning dogs, 
| < _« F'en let them loſe their freedom, and eat frogs : 


„Damme! I hate each pale ſoup-meagre thief— 
Give me my darling Liberty and Beef. 

He ſpoke—and from his jaws a lump he flid, 
And, ſwearing, manful flung to earth the Qu. 
Vet ſwelling PRIDE forbade his tongue to reſt, 
| Whilſt wild emotions labour'd in his breaſt—_ 


Now ſounds confus'd, his Anger made him utter, 


„„ when he thought on Having, curſes, ſputter. 
Such is the ſound (the ſimile's not weak) 
Form'd 82 what mortals, Bubble call and Sgueal. 


is 


1 But then, no Force- ævworæ. No! No Force, by 


- n 
— : N 


When 


” The modeſt Author of the Vargas maſk do himſelf the 
Maine to e here, that his ame of the Bubble and Squeak 
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3 *midſt the I rying-Pan, in accents ſavage, . 


The Beef ſo ſurly, quarrels with the Cabbage, 
e Be ſhav'd,” a Scullion loud began to bellow, 


Loud as a Pariſh Bull, or poor Othello, 
Plac'd by that rogue Jago, upon thorns, 
With all the horrors of a pair of Horns : 


Loud as th' f Exciſeman, ſtruggling for his life, 


And panting in a moſt inglorious ſtrife; 


When, on his face, the ſmuggling Princeſs ſprung, 


5 And, cat · Ie 2 of to his miage clung. 


« & ſhav'd. like Pige,” : | rejoin! a the Scull' 
mate, 


n His diſhclout Making, and his Pot.crown'd P, ate— | 


is vaſtly more nathral and more re ſublime, than Homer” 8 black pud- 
ding on a gridiron, Waftrating: the motions and emotions of his 1 
Hero UL yss88. | | | 


(via Oorssxr. in 


+ This 1 happened a ber years Gnce.—An Exciſeman ſein- 
ing ſome ſmuggled goods belonging to a Princeſs, a relation of 


the Great Frederick, her HisunEss fell upon the poor Rat de 
Cave, and almoſt ſcratched his eyes out the Exciſeman made a 
formal complaint to the King, begging to be relieved from the 
Adiiſgrace.— The gallant Monarch returned for anſwer, that he 5 
gave up the duties to his Couſin the Princeſs, but could not con- 
cCeive how the hand of A Fair Lady could diſhonour the face of an 

8 Exciſeman. | 


« Wh at ; 


Tm) 
„What barber dares it, let him watch his u0ſe, 
e And, curſe me! dread the rage of theſe ten toes.“ 15 
So ſaying, with an oath to raiſe one's hair, 
He kick'd with threat'ning foot, the ens air 
Thus have I ſeen an ASS (baptiz'd a Jack) 
Grac'd by a Chimney-Sweeper on his back, 
Prance, ſnort, and fling his heels with liberality, | 
In Imitation of a horſe of quality: _ 
Be ſhav'd!” (an underſtrapper 7 urnbroche cried, 
In all the foaming energy of pride) 
e Zounds! let us take his M——vr in hand. 
The Kg ſhall find he lives at our command : 
"8 Yes; - let him know, with all his wond'rous ſtate, 
« His teeth and ſtomach on our wills ſhall wait: 
Me rule the platters, we command the ſpit, = | 
* And G—e ſhall have his = when we think 
- it; 
4 Stay till ourſelves ſhall condeſcend to eat, 
0 And then, if we think proper, have his meat.” | 
ut, having fed on veniſon rather coarſe, 
A Colt, or Crocodile, or Diſh of horſe, 
The Tartar quits bis ſmoaky hut with Scorn, 
Sounds to the kingdoms of the world his horn; 
And treating MONARCHS like his flaves or ſwine, 
. informs them, they have liberty to dine. 
| RS Heay' ns 1 
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* Heav'ns: b (eried a Teoman, with much learning 


grac' d)— 3 
In Books as well as meat, à man of tate, 
Who read with va/t applauſe, the daily News, 


And kept a cloſe acquaintance with the Muſe ; 

| Conundrum, Rebus, made—Acroſtic, Riddle, | 
And ſung his dying Sonnets to his Fiddle, 

When Love, with cruel dart, the murd'ring Thief, 
His heart had ſpitted, like a piece of Beef. 

Are theſe (he ſaid) of Kings, the whims, and 


jokes? 


0 . Then Kings can be as mad a as common „ flbs; 
9 9 Dame Nature, when a Prince's head ſhe makes, 


No more concern, about the aide, takes, 


* 


Than of the Inſide of a Bug' s or Bat's, 


6s A Flea? S, a Graſhopper's, a Cur” s, 4 Cat's! 15 
« As careleſs as the Artiſt, trunks deſigning, 


« About the trifling circumſtance of Lining; 
„Whether, of Cumberland he uſe the Plays, 


« Miſs Burney' s Novels, or Miſs Seward's Lays : 5 


* f 


* 


Or ſacred Dramas of Miſs Hannah More, 


When all the Nine, with little Meſes, ſnore; 
Or good Squire Pindar's odes, or Wharton's ſtick, 


Or Horace en $ doubts upon King Dick,. 
"y Who 
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on Who farious drives, at times, bis old gooſe-quill, 


E 


On Strarob'rry, (Reader!) not the Aonian Hill; 
Whether he doom, the Royal Speech t to cling, 

Or thi/e of Lords and Commons to the King; 
Where one begs © money, and the others grant 

So eaſy, freely, friendly, complaiſant, 

As if the Caſh were really all their own, 
To purchaſe · Knick-knacks, that diſgrace a Rive, 
Ah, me! did people know what trifling things, 
Compoſe thoſe idols of the Earth, call'd Ks; 


* * a a 


py 


* 


“ Thoſe counterparts of that important fellow, 
The Children's wonder Signor Punchinello ; 
Who ſtruts upon the ſtage his hour away; 


"5 Wh 


His outfide gold—his infide, rags and hay, 


* No more, as God's vicegerents, would they ſhine, 
3 


: n ee world ein en for 9955 Divine. 


40 Thoſe Lorde of Earth, at e we las ſeen, 


£6 Sunk, b by the meereſt trifles, with the ſpleen— 


. The | Civil Lift, we are inclined to think, feels deficiencies 


from Toys —For an inſtance we will appeal to Mr, Cumming's 


Non-deſcript of a Time · piece at the Queen's. Houſe, which coſt 


nearly two thouſand pounds.—The ſame artift is alſo Mer 
_ 2000, per annum to keep the Bauble in repair. 


oft, 
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Oft, ſor an ill-dreſt egg, have heard them groan, 
And ſeen them quarrel for a mutton bone 


K 


o 


6 


At ſalt or vinegar, with paſſion, fume, 
0 


* 


And kick * — and pages, round the 
room 


& Alas! how often have we heard them grunt, 
Whene'er the ruſhing rain hath ſpoil'd a hunt! 
Their ſanguine wiſhes croſs'd, their ſpirits clogg'd, 


„ 


= 


E 


« jogg'd; 
cc Poor * the ſport (with all their pride and - 


© pow'r) 


of Of Nature 8 diuretic ſtream—a Show'r rl 


* 


This, we the AcToss in the Farce, perceive ; 
But this, the di Hant world will ne'er believe 
Who fancy K—os to all the Virtues born: 


— 5 


66 Ne” er by the vulgar ſtorms of Paſſion torn; 


cy. 


e But, bleſt with ſouls ſo calm! like Summer ſeas, 


“ That ſmile to Heav'n, unruffled by a breeze: 


* This is partly a picture of the LAsr reign as well as the : 


' PRESENT. The paſſions of George the Second were of the moſt 
impetuous kind—his hat and his favourite Miniſter, Sir Robert 
Walpole, were too frequently the foot · balls of his ill-humourg— 
nay, poor Queen Caroline came in for a ſhare of his foot bene- 
volence— but he was a Prince of virtue s- ubi Plura mitent, non 
80 paucir Anu. maculis. 


be. * Who 


Mere Riding Diſhclouts, homeward have they = 


dy Of ns Lvl as MA. 
8 — —— 2g Viv 2 — * 


„Who think that K—gs on wiſdom always fed, 
“Speak ſentences, like Bacon's brazen Head! 

« Hear from their lips the vie nonſenſe fall, 

«© Yet think ſome heavenly Spirit dictates all ; 

«© Conceive their bodies of celeſtial clay, 

7 Fs tho' all ailment, ſacred from decay; 

„To nods and ſmiles their gaping homage bring, 
e And thank their Gov their eyes have ſeen a 
e King! 

„ Lord! in the cirde when our Rovar MasTER 
„ Pours out his words as faſt as hail, or faſter, 
* 'To Country Squires, and wives of Country Squires ; 3 


„Like tuch Pigs, ſtaring, how each Oaf admires ! 


& Lo! ev'ry ſyllable becomes a Gem“! 
“ And if by chance, the M——ch cough « or hem, 
66-"Seiz'd with the Fe uf a deep furprize, 


Their joints with rev'rence tremble, and their 


det eyes 


ce Roll wonder firſt; ' then, firinking | back with 


ec fear, 


% Would hide behind the beats. were any there. 
© How taken is this idle World by ſhow / 


© BirTHs, ON; are the BaaLs to whom we 


© bow; 5 
FE Preferring (ev n with ſoul as black as ; foot). 
A Rocue on horſeback, to a SAINT on foot. | 


+8 
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+0 „ See P rance, foe: Portugal, Sicitia, Spain, 
And mark the Deſert of each Deſpot's brain; 
« Whoſe tongues ſhould never treat with taunts, a 

© FOOL 3 

© Who prove that nothing i 18 too mean to rule. 
«© What could the Paixce, high. tow? ring like A 

EC. ſteeple, 

8 Without the  MajeRy of Us the People * 

5 Go, like the * King of Babylon, to graſs, 

Or wander, like a beggar, with a yass! 

« However modern Kings may Cooks deſpiſe, 
Warriors and Kings were Cooks, or Hiſt ry lies 
Patroclus broil'd beef-ſteaks to quell his hunger: F- 

The mighty Agamennon potted conger— 

; And Charles of Sweden, 'midſt his guns and 
drums, 1 

Spread his own bread and butter with his thum bs. 

3 | Ed ſhav'd. — me 

0 ſtocks, 


Shall pinch this corpſe, than Barbers foatch 
c my locks.” 


Well haſt thou ſaid, a Scororer bold rein ee 
Damme! | ] love the 3 man who ſpeak $ bis mind.“ 
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Sooner pill'ries, jail, the 1 
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Then in his arms the Orator he took, 
And ſwore he was an Angel of a Cock, 
A while he held him with a Corniſh hug 
Then ſeiz'd, with glorious graſp, a pewter mug, 
Whoſe ample womb nor cyder held, nor We; 
But nectar, fit for Jove, and brew'd by Thrale. 5 
«A health to Cooks, (he cry'd, and wav'd the 
. es 
24 7 And he who ſighs for titles, is a fs 
N Let Dukes and Lords the world in wealth ſur- 
| &« pals 
* Vet many a Lion's kin conceals an 46. 
Lo! this is one amongſt my golden rules, 
To think the greateft Men, the greateſt Tools: 
The great are judges of an opera fong— 
And fly a Briton's for a Eunuch's tongue 
Can ſtarve their families to hear Babinis, _ 
"0 Gaunt Pacharottis, fat-rump d ſquab Rauzzinis : „ 
„ Thus idly ſquand'ring for a Squawl their riches 
„Jo faint with rapture at thoſe Cats in Breeches. 8 
Accept this truth from me, my lads—the man 
% Who firſt a /þit found out, or frying-pan, 
Did ten times more towards the public good, 
Than all the 7awdry titles ſince the flood: 
« Titles that Kings may grant to Aſſes, Mules, 
* The ſcorn of Sages, and the boaſt of Fools.“ 
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He ended All the Cooks exclaim'd * + cine 

Then whiſper'd one another, twas damn d fine“ 
Thus ſpoke the Scowrer, like a man inſpir'd, 

Whoſe ſpeech, the heroes of the kitchen, fd: 


Grooms, Maſter Scowrers, Scullians, Scullion $ Mate, 


With all the overſeers of knives and plates, 

Felt their brave ſouls, like friſtey cyder, work, 
Whizzing in oppoſition to the cork 

| Earth's Potentates appear'd ignoble things, | 
And Cooks of greater conſequence than Kings ; 
Such, is the pow'r of words, where truth unites, 
And ſuch, the rage that injur'd worth excites ! 
The Scowrer's ſpeech, indeed, with en dleſt, 
Inflam'd with god- like ardour all the reſt: 


Thus if a bard, Heav'n's vengeful lightning, draw; . 


The flame ætherial, ſtrikes the kindling ſtraw: 


Doors, rafters, beams, owls, weazels, mice, and rats, 


And (if unfortunately mouſing) cat; 
All feel the wide—devouring fire in turn, 
And mingling 1 in one conflagration, burn. 


. Sons of the Spit,” the Major cry'd again, 

Your noble ſpecches prove you bleſt with brain: 

Brain! that Dame Nature gives not ev? 27 head, 
But fills the vaſt vacuity with lead — 

Let ere for Oppoſition we prepare, 
And fight the Glorious Cauſe of Heads of Hair, 
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Methinks twould be but decent to petition, 

And tell the Kg, with #rmneſs, our condition 
Soon as our ſad n he hears us utter, 
His gracious heart may melt away like butter; 


Fair Mercy ſhine amidſt our gloomy houſe, 
And anger'd Mm forget the LOUSE.” 
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A S many people perſiſt in their incredulity with 


reſpect to the attack made by the Barbers on the 
Heads of the harmleſs Cooks, I ſhall exhibit a Liſt of 
the unhappy ſufferers :—it is the Palace Liſt, and 


therefore as authentic as the Gazette. 


4 true - Lift of the Shaved at Buckingham Houſe. 


Two Maſter Cooks Two San ene 
Three Yeomen ditto Two Door-Keepers 


Four Grooms | Eight Boys —© 
Three Children Five Paſtry People 
Two Maſter Scourers Eight Silver Scullery 
Six under Scourers for laughing at the 
Six Turnbroaches Cooks. 


In all fifty-one—A young man, named John Bear, 
would not ſubmit, and loſt his place. 
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4 mm—=YLualis ab Incepto.” _ Horace. 


« As it was in the beginning, is *s w, and ever ſball be, World 
e without End.”? 1 
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THE 


ARGUMENT 


| Ixvo CATION :o the Muſes—Degeneracy of modern 
Poets — The ragged State of the Ladies of Parnaſſus - 
Sad Condition of Bards—Praife of Mr. Wefts great 
Picture of King Alexander and the Stag More 
Invocation to the M uſes—The Tricks of thoſe Ladies— 
Their Impoſitions on Poets and Poetefſes—A4 Compli- 
ment to King George and Dr. Herſchell on their 
Intimacy with the Moon, and important Diſcoveries 
in that Planet—Invocation to Apollo—Tnvocation to 
Confcience—Truth and Falſehood, their Situations 
More Invocation to Conſcience The Praiſe of Royal | 


Oeconomy and a Hanoverian Colleze—Agdreſs to 
Gottingen- 


- More Invocation to Conſcience— 


Requeſt to the aforeſaid Gentlewoman, inſtructing her 


how to diſpoſe of ſome of her trumpets — Deſcription of 
ber Pſeudo-Votaries—The Bard bluſhing for the Quan- 


tity of  Invecation—Proceſſi on of his Epic Poem— 


Madam Swellenbergh deſcribed with a Plate of Ham. — 
Account of her Birth, Parentage, and Education 


Account of Pride—Madam Swellntergt/s Tit ta tha 
King—His Majeſty's meſt gracious Speech Madam 
Ee 2 „„ SWeHens 


Mr. 
Haſtings's Bul iſe, Mrs. Haſtings's Bed and Cradle 
properly treated N ore Words to Conſcience over the 


late Mr. York and Lord Clive—Addr eſs 10 Fame — A 


2323 


N 


* BE, IG e 


1 Swellenbergh's 4 nfwer—Addreſs to readers on Ladies 
$B  feearing—Sir Francis Drake, the Steward of the 
q | Houſehold, deſcribed—not to be confounded with the 
B famous Sir Francis Drake, who died near 200 Tears 
| | .  ago—The Perquiſites of the preſent Sir Lranci.— De- 
£ . 5 ſeription of the Dining Room belonging to the Cooks at 


| Buckingham-Houſe—The entertainment and Utenſils of 
this Room-—Dixon, the Cook- Major s ſpeech—Story of 
a Nabob and a Beggar—Cook-Major Dixon's ſpeech in 

 continuance—Speech of another Cook—The Cooks in the 


Dumps—The Cook-Major's Rejoinder to the Cook's a 
' ſpeech—4 very ſenſible ſpeech—Conclufs on with a beau- 
. Simile— The Petition of the Cooks. | 
THE | 
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'YMPHS of he facred fount, around whoſe 
rin 


Bards ruſh i in droves, like cart horſes to drink; 3 
Dip their dark beards amidſt your ſtreams fo clear, 
And whilſt they gulp i it, wiſh it ale or beer; 


Far more delighted to poſſeſs, I ween, 


Old Calvert's brewhouſe for their Hippocrene ; 
And bleſt with beef, their ghoſtly forms to fill, 

Make Dolly's chophouſe their Aonian hill, 

More pleas'd to hear knives, forks, in concert join, 


Than all the tinkling ane of the wes 
N Aſſiſt 
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Afiſt me—ye who themes ſublime purſue, 


With ſcarce a ſhift, a ſtocking, or a ſhoe, 


Such pow'r have ſatires, epigrams, and odes, 
As make ev'n bankrupts of the born of gods 


As well as mortal bards, who oft bewail 
Their unſucceſsful madrigals in jail, 


Where penn'd, like hapleſs cockows, ina cage, z 
The ragged warblers pour their tuneful rage; 

Deck the damp wall with verſe of various quality, 

And, from the priſons, mount to Immortality. 


Ah! tell me, where is now thy bluſh, O Sams! | 
| Shall bards thro? jails explore the road to Fame; ; : 
Like ſouls of Papiſts in their way to glory, _ 
Doom'd at the half-way houſe, call * 
'To burn, before they reach the realms of light, 
Like old tobacco Pipes, from black to white? 
Net let me ſay again, that pow *rful rhyme 
Hath lifted poets to a ſtate ſublime; 

To lofty pill ries rais'd their ſacred cars 


High o'er the heads of marvelling compeers, 
Whoſe eggs, potatoes, turnips, and their tops, 


Paid flying homage to their tuneful chops: 
Bleſt State! that gives each fair exalted mien, 


To grace in print each monthly magazine z 5 


And deck the ſhops with ſweet engravings dreſt, 


"Mit angels, faners, ſaints of Mr. Weſt ; 


Where 
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Where brave King Alexander and the Deer, 


A noble, buſtling hodge-podge ſhall appear 
From that fam'd * picture which our wonder drew, 
And pour'd its brazen ſplendors on the view; — 
Bright as the pictures that with glorious glare, % a * 
On penthouſe high, in Picadilly ſtare, W 
Where lions ſeem to roar, and tygers growl, 
Hyenas whine, and wolves in concert howl; 

And by their goggling eyes and furious grin, 

; Inform what — devils * within. 


Le Nymphs who, fond of 14 full many a time, 
Mount on a jack. aſs many a child of rbyme, 
And make him think, aſtride his draging hack, 
He moves ſublime on Pegaſus's back: 

Ye Muſes, oft by. brainleſs poets ſought = 
To bid the ſtanza chime and ſwell with thought; b- 
Who, whelping for Oblivion, fain would fave 
> Their whining puppies from the ſullen wave; 
Aſſiſt me!—ye who viſit towns and hovels, 
> To teach our girls in bibs to eke out novels, _ 
And treat with ſcorn (far nobler knowledge ſtudying) 
N The humble art of a pye or pudding: 


4 


5 * A whole : acre 1 canvaſs fo aayb'd | by colour a as to give it 
. the appearance of a braſs foundery. 


| Who. 
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Who make our Sapphos of their verſes vain, 
And fancy all Parnaſſus in their brain; 
And ' midſt the buſtle of their lucubrations, 
Take downright madneſs for your inſpirations; 
Charm'd with the cadence of a lucky line, 
Who take a rapture equal, George, to thine; 
| When bleſt at Datcher, thro' thy Herſpell's glaſs, 
That brings from diſtant worlds a horſe, an aſs, 
A tree, a windmill, to the curious eye, | | 8 
Shirts, ſtockings, blankets, that on hedges dry; 5 
Thine eyes, at evenings late and Mornings foon, 
VUnſated feaſt on wonders in the moonz _ 
Where Herſchell on volcanos, mountains, pores, 
And happy Nature's true ſublime explores ; 
Whilſt thou ſo modeſt (wonderful to tell | DE 
On Lunar trifles art content to dwell, 


Flies, graſshoppers, grubs, cobwebs, cuckow ſpittle, | 


In ſhort, delighted with the world of little, 


Which Weſt ſhall paint, and grave Sir Joſeph Banks 8 


Receive from thy hiſtoric mouth with thanks; þ - 
Then bid the vermin on their journals * craw], 
Hop, j Jump, and Hutter, to amuſe us all. 


> ind en; ates Pn + of the acdc a; 
That flays by rhime, and Wander by a pill, 


„ot the Royal Society. + Apollo. = 
IRE — \ pretty 
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A pretty kind of double. barrel d gun, 

More giv'n to tragedy than comic fun 
Auſpicious PATRON of the paunch and backs 
Of thoſe all-daring raſcals chriſten'd quacks, 
To whom our purſe and lives are legal plunder, 


Who, hawk-like, keep the human ſpecies under: 


860 of chole een of gingling., brains, 
Who, for their own amuſement, print their ſtrains, 


O aid, as lofty Homer ſays, my nous, 


To ſing ſublime the * Ang the Louſe * 


Mei Phebus, in my firſt heroic chapter 


: 1 ſhould have pray'd for crumbs of tuneful rapture: P 
Thus to forget my friends was not ſo clever; 
But, ſays the proverb, 75 better late chan never. 


wel! fince Pra in the invocation trade, 


Io e nce K my e paid — 


Conſcience, a terrifying little ſprite, 


That, bat-like, winks by day and wakes by night ; | 
_ Hunts through the heart's dark holes each lurking 


vice, 


As ſharp as weaſels hunting eggs or mice; | 
Who, when the light'nings flaſh, and a crack, | 
Makes our hair briſtle like a hedgehog's back; 3 
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Shakes, aque-like, our hearts with wild commotion ; 


_ Vplifts our ſaint-like eyes with dread devotion : 
_ Bids the poor trembling tongue make peace with 


Heav'n, 


And promiſe miracles to be forgiv'r Fe 
Bids ſpectres riſe, not very like the Graces, 


With gogling eyes, black beards, and Tyburn faces; 
With ſcenes of fires of glowing brimſtone ſcares, 


Spits, forks, and proper culinary wares 

For roaſting, broiling, frying, fricaſſecing, 
The Sour, that fad offending little Being - 
That ſtubborn ſtuff of ſalamander make, 
Proof to the Touy: of the | burning lake, 


0 Conſcience 7 thou ſtrait jacket of the foul, 


The madding ſallies of the bard control; 
Who, when inclin'd, like brother bards, to lie, 
Bring Truth's neglected form before his eye, 
Fair Maip! to towns and courts a ſtranger grown, 


And now to rural ſwains almoſt unknown, 
Whoſe company was once their prudent choice; 3 
Who once delighted, | liſten'd to her voice: 
When in their hearts the gentler paſſion ſtrove, 


And Conflancy went hand in hand with Love. 


Sweet Truth, who ſteals thro” lonely ſhades along, 
And mingles with the turtle's note her ſong; 
Whilſt Fal/ehood, rais'd by ſycophantic tricks, 


Undluſhing flaunts it in a coach and fix. 


Conſcience, 


r 
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ir 


2 


1 


29 1 


| Conſeience, who bien our Monarch from the. 
nation, 


Send ſons to Gottingen for education, 


Since hapleſs Cam and Jie, loſt to knowledge, 


Are idiots to this Hanoverian college, 
Where ſimple Science beams with orient ray; 
The great, the glorious ATHENS of the day! 

So ſays the RüIEA of us Engliſh fools, 
Who cannot Judge like vim of Wi . 8 ſchools. 


Dear anke Gottingen | to thee 1 bow, 


Of Knowledge, O moſt wonderful milch cow! 
From whom huge pails the royal boys mall bring, | 
And give, we hope, a little 'to--the = — 

Through Tae, beſides the knowledge they may 


Oo, wed 
The lads ſhall get their board and lodging cheap ; ; 


And learn, like their good parents, to o ſubſiſt 


Within the limits of the Civil Hts _ 


a Who ſeldom bid a Miniſter implies” 
A little farther pittance f for the poor. 


Conſoience 2 whs to he'wonder of his Sire, 
Bad'ſt from his wonted ſtate a Prince retire, 


And, like a ſubject, humbly ſeek a ſhade, 


That not a tradeſman might remain unpaid: 
An action that the ſoul of EN vx ſtings— 


A deed unmention'd i in the book of KiNGs : : 
„ Conſcience . 
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Conſeience ! ! who mad'ſt a Monarch by thy pow'r, 


| Send prisner the fam'd * Di'mond to the Tow'r; 
So witchingly that look'd him in the face, 


And impudently ſought to bribe his Grace: 
Where too the cradle and the bed ſhall reſt, 

That on the ſame damn'd errand left the Eaſt— 
Thus full'of gems and-pearls, the treas'nous tribe, 


5 And beds and 9 23 that would Monarchs bribe! 


n e who mak'ſt our King (how very 


ſtrange!) 
Keep a fair drawer of half- -pence to give change : 1 
Reſolv'd (ſo ſtrictly in his dealings true) 
That none ſhall keep from Cones: 98 's due. 


* 


draw, 
Now lifeleſs, ſinking, ſearcely lift a 1 . 


So different are thy powers at 'diff*rent times, 
Thou dear companion of the man of rhimes! 
Thou ! who at times canſt make a lion roar 


For one poor ſixpence, yet, like North, can'ſt ſnore, 


Tho' rapine, murder, try to ope thine eyes, \ 


And raging Hell with all his horrors riſe: 


© Such 18 the tory 5 the late ay Bulſe that ftole into | 
St. James . 


Whoſe 


e a who now can'ſt, like a eam horte, 
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Won on the weakneſs of his honeſt bao 
Poor Yorke / without a ſtone, whoſe reliques. lie, 
Tho! Virtue mark'd the murder with a aan 


That, deſp'rate plunging, took his forfeit life ; 


From gaſping Nature forc'd the bluſhing flood; 0 
Whilſt Havock, panting with triumphant 8 


And now to thee, O lovely Fame, I bend; 
Let all thy Enn this great work commend : 


F was — * . + ad 
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Whoſe eye on petty frauds can fiercely "RY | 
Yet wink at full-blown crimes that &/2/7 a name. 


O Conſcience! who didſt bid to madneſs work, 
(So great thy pow'r) the brain of hapleſs Torte, 
And mad'ſt him cut from ear to.car his chront, 
That luckleſs ſpoil'd his patriotic note; Ts 1 | 
Yet wanted'ſt ſtrength to force from his hard c eye 9 


One drop—who ng him to yon ſpangled ſky; q | 


Whoſe damned pray'rs, feign'd techs! and tongue o 
8 


F O Conſcience 1 , who 8 Ka 15 the knife Y 


Who, lawleſs plund'rer, in his wild career, 


Whelm'd 4/iz's eye with woe, and heart with ſear; 


Whoſe wheels on nee roll'd, and drench'd with 
blood, 


Nerv'd his red arm, and hail'd the hills of death. 


Give A 
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Eive one a piece to all the learn'd Reviews, 
And bid them ſound the labours of the Muſe: 

Give to the magazines a trumpet each, 

And let the ſwelling note to doomſday reach: 

_ To daily newſpapers a trumpet give: 
Thus ſhall my epic ſtrain for ever live: 
Thus ſhall my book deſcend to diſtant times, 
And rapt poſterity reſound my rhymes. 

By future Beauties ſhall each tome be preſt, 
— ne their lapdogs, live a * gueſt. 


| Thee; deareſt Fa; ame; ſome mercenaries hail, : 
Merely to gain their labours a good ſale; 
Or riſe to fair preferment by thy tongue, 
Tho' deaf as adders to thy charms of ſong: 
Juſt as the hypocrites ſay pray'rs, ſing pſalms, 
Beſtow upon the blind, and cripple, alms; 
Yield glory to the Pow'r who rules above, 
Not from a principle of heav'nly love, 
But, ſneaking raſcals, to obtain when dead— of 
A comfortable lodging over head, 
When forc'd by age, or doctors, or their ſpouſes, 
| The vagrants quit their e en 5 


: With irefoigwinvromitive havin Nachg, 
At length our glorious Epic may go on—- 
Lo! Madam Swellenberg, inclin'd to cram, 
Was wond'rous buſy o'er a plate of ham: 


A ham 
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A ham that once adorn'd a German pig, 
Rough as a bear, and as a jack- aſs big; 

In woods of Nęphaly by hunters ſmitten, 

288 ſent a 28 to the Queen a Britain. 


But. ere we farther att ye Muſes, ay 
Somewhat of Madam Swellenberg, 1 pray : 
If antient poets mention but a horſe, 

We read his genealogy of courſe: 

O ſay, ſhall horſes boaſt the deathleſs line, 
And o'er a Lady's lineage ſleep the Nine? 


By virtue of her father and her mother, 
This woman faw the-light without much pother ; 


That is—no grand commotions ſhook our earth 


Apollo danc'd no hornpipe at her birth, 
To ſay to what perfection ſhe was born: 


What wit, what wiſdom ſhould the nymph adorn : : 


No bees around her lips in cluſters hung, 
To tell the future ſweetneſs of her tongue: 
Around her cradle perch'd no cooing dove, 


To mark the ſoul of innocence and love: 
No ſmiling Cupids round her cradle play'd, 
To ſhow the future conqueſts of the maid ; 
| Whoſe charms would make the jealous hex her foes, 
And with their light'nings blaſt a thouſand beaus. 5 
Indeed, the Muſe muſt own a trifling pother 
Sprung up between the father and the mother: - 
| | Tor, 
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For, after taking methods how to gain her, 


That dwell in beds of ſtraw, or beds of ſtate; 


Now with Ananas, now with rotten 11 
Hail, Proteus Pride, whoſe various pow'rs of throat 
Can ſwell the trumpet's loud and faucy note; 


reer — 


E 


They knew not how the devil to maintain her. 


Heav'ns! what no prodigy attend her birth, 
Who awes the greateſt palace upon earth ? — 
Yes!—a black cat around the bantling fqvawPd, _ 


Join'd its young eries, and all the houſe appall'd, 
Now here, now there, he ſprung with viſage wild, 
And made a bold attempt to kiſs the child : 


Bats pour'd in hideous hoſts into the room, 


And, imp. like, flitting, form'd a ſudden gloom; | 
Then to the cradle ruſh'd the dark*ning throng, 


And raptur” , ſhriek'd congratulating ſong ; 


Which ſong, in concert with the ſquawls of pubs, 
Seem'd, in plain German, Thou art one of us.” 
In Strelitz firſt this dame the light eſpy' d, 

Born to a good inheritance of pride; * 

For howe'er, paradoxical it be, 


Pride pigs with people of a loro degree, 


As well as with your folks of fortune, ſtruts; ; 


Like rats that live in. palaces or huts; = 
Or bugs, an.animal of pompous gait, 


Or monkies vile, whoſe tooth inglorious grapples, 


And 
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And if a meaner air can ſerve thy turn, 


In panting, quiv ring ſounds of Jews harps, mourn! 


Hail, Pare, companion of the great and little, 


So abje& who can'ſt lick a patron's ſpittle; 
Whine like a ſneaking puppy at his door, 


And turn the hind part of thy wig before; 


Nay, if he orders, turn it inſide out, 


And wear it, Merry Andrew like, about; 


Heed not the grinning world a ſingle ruſh, 
But bear its pointed ſcorn, without a bluſh. 
Yet fain would'ſt thou the crouching world beſtride, 
juſt like the Khodian Bully o'er the tide; 
The brazen wonder of the world of yore, 


That proudly itretch'd his legs from ſhore to ſhore, 


And faw of Greece the loftieſt navy travel, 
In dread ſubmiſſion, underneath his navel. 


80 much for Pride—great, little, humble, vain ; . 
And now for Madam Swellenberg again. | 


Whether the Nymph could ever boaſt a grace, 


That ever deign'd to pay a viſit to her face, 
The Muſe is ignorant, ſhe muſt allow; 


Yet knows this truth, that not one ſparkles no 


If ever beauties, in delight excelling, 
Charm'd on her check, they . have left their 


eee. 
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This Nymph, a mantua-maker, was, I ween, 
And priz'd for cheapneſs by our ſaving Queen, 
Who (where's the mighty harm of loving money) 
Brought.her to this fair land of milk and honey, 
And plac'd her in a moſt important ſphere 
Inſpeftreſs General of the Royal geer. 
Soon as this woman heard the Louſc's tale, 

At once ſhe turn'd, like walls of plaiſter, pale, 
But firſt the ham of We eftphaly ſhe gobbled, 

And then to ſeck the Logp's AnoinTeD, hobbled. 
Hin full of wrath, like Peleus' fon of yore. 
When Agamemnon took away his w 
In all the bitterneſs of wrath ſhe found; 

The FREY and Royal children ſtarin ag round. 


= 0 Swelly ” thus the madden'd Monarch roar'd, 


Vhil'ſt wild impatience wing'd the rapid word; 
For lo! the ſolemn Monarch, of graceful ſpeech, 
The Kine long ſince had bid to kiſs his b ——ch. 
The broken language that his mouth affords 
Are heads and tails, and legs and wings of words, 
That give imagination's laughing eye 

A en e of a Aer pye. 


266: 0 gel, Swelly,” cried the facloas King, 
« What! what a dirty, filthy, naſty thing 
That thus you come to eaſe my angry mind, 
6“ Indeed is very, Very, YErys very kind. 
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* What's your opinion, he? the monarch rav'd-— 
“ Yes, yes, the cooks ſhall ev'ry one be ſhav'd 


bs What! what! he |! he ! now tell wats. s Swell, 


e 
Shan't I be right 1 in 8 hat! what! Swelly, 
| cc ha ? 
Yes, yes, Pm ſure on't, by the Louſe' 8 looks, 
That he belong'd to ſome-one of the cookg— 
a Speak, Swelly ; ſhan't we ſhave each filthy jowl ? 
Yes, yes, and that we will, upoa my foul.” 


__ 
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To whom the Dame, with elevated chin, 


Wide ſtaring eyes, and broad contemptuous grin : 


“ Yes, ſure as dat my ſoul is to be ſav'd 
80 ſure de dirty raſcals ſal be ſhav'd 
Shav'd to de quick be every moder's thn 
And curſe me if I do not ſee it done: 


La) 


IN 


De barbars ſoon der naſty locks fall fall on, 


cc 


Nor leave one ſtanding for a Louſe to crawl on. 
If on der ſkulls de razor do not ſhine, _ 
May gowns and petticoats no more be mine 
Curls, clubs, and pigtails, all ſall go to pot 
For ſuſh curs'd naſtineſs, or I'll be rot; 

Or elſe to Strelitz let me quickly fly 

Dat dunghill, dat poor pighouſe to de eye; 
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Whether that gentlewomen ever ſwear: 
Nay, viſit many of our courtly dames, 
When wrath their dove-like gentleneſs inflames ; 
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e Where from his own mock trone de Prince fo 


great, ; 

Can jomp into anoder Prince eſtate— 
Yes, by de Got dat made dis eart and me, 
No ſingle 1805 raſcal fal 80 free,” 


56 


wy 


Render: thou raiſeſt both thy marv'ling eyes, 


In all the ſtaring wildneſs of ſurpriſe; 
As if the poet did not truth revere, 

And fancieſt gentlewomen could not ſwear : 
Go, fool, and ſeek the ladies of the mud, 
Queens of the lakes, or damſels of the flood : 
Nymphs, Nereids, or what vulgar tongues call drabs, 
Who vend at Billingſgate their ſprats and crabs; 


Tell them their fiſh all ſtink, and thou wilt hear e 


Lo! thou ſhalt find, by many a naughty word, 

They uſe ſmall ceremony with the Lord, 

In ſpite of all that goodly books contain, 

That teach them not to take his name in vain. ſe 

15 Thanks, Swell), thanks, thanks, thanks,” the 55 
_ Kine replied, 5 1 

« Like me, you have not got a grain of pride. ; 

« Yes, yes, if I am Maſter of this houſe ; NE 

Feb; Jes, the locks ſhall fall, and then the Louſe,” A 

He 
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Thus Je of old, the dread, the thundring God, 
TROOPS when he wore: Olympus with his nod. 


0-939 1 


He ſpoke—and to confirm the dreadful doom, 
His head he ſhook, that ſhook the dining room. 


0 Ves, (ery'd he King Yes, yes, their curls 


& ſhall quake; 


Kc But tel me, where, where, where” 8 Sir Faaxcts 


c Drake ! po 


O, Reader, think not 'twas that Daaxe, Sir 
Fa Nis, 


Whoſe wondrous actions ſeem almoſt romances ; 3 
Who ſhone in ſenſe profound, and bloodieſt wars, 
And rais'd the Nation's glory to the ſtars : 

Who firſt | in triumph ſaiPd around the world, 1 


And vengeance on the foes of Britain hurl'd : 


But He who ſculks aronnd the Royal kitchen, 


Which, if he catch a neighbour's dog or bitch * 


Lets fly, to ſtrike the four-legg'd mumper dead, 


A poker, or a cleaver, at his head. 


| Not that Sir Francis Drake who, god- like, bore 
Fair Freedom, Science to th* Atlantic ſhore: 
To Pagans gave the Goſpel's ſaving grace, 
And planted Virtue ' midſt a barb'rous race; 
Spread on the darken'd realms the blaze of light 


But he who ſees the ſpoons and plates are bright; ; 


Sees | 
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9055 that the knives before the King and Queen, 
Are, like the pair of Royal ſtomachs, keen : 


Not he, whoſe martial frown whole kingdoms ſhook, 
But he whoſe low'ring viſage ſhakes a cook: 


Not he who pour'd on Mexico his tars, 


But he, at London, who with linen wars: 


| Napkins and damaſk table-cloths aſſails 
With ſciſſors, razors, knives, and teeth and nails; ; 


Who dares with Doylies deſp'rate war to wage, 


Such is his province and domeſtic rage, 
If, like his predeceſſors, he hath grace, 


And calls his conqueſts, perquiſiles of place 


Twas not that Drake who bid his daring crew 
Run with their bayonets the Spaniards through; 
But that important Drake, in office big, 


Inſtructing cooks to ſpit a gooſe or pig: 


Not he who took the Spaniards by the noſe, 
And priſons fill'd with Britain's graceleſs foes; 
But he who bids the geeſe, his pris'ners die, 


And ſtuffs their legs and gizzards in a pie: 


He who, three times a week, a green. cloth Lord, 
Sits, Wiſdom- fraught, at that important board 


With wiſe compeers, in Judge-like order, tudying, 
Whether the King ſhall have a tart or pudding. 
"Twas this Sir Francis, quite a diff*rent man 

From him who round the world with glory ran : 
Forbid it, Heav' n! that e' er the Muſe untrue 
Should give to any man, another s duc. 


Mp 
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Muſe, leave we now the Monarch, JON 


brewing, 
To take a Peep at what the cooks were doing. 


In that * ſnug room, the ſcene of ſhrewd remark, 
Whoſe window ſtares upon the ſaunt'ring park "a 


Where many a hungry bard, and gambling ſmner, 
In chop-fall'n ſadneſs, count the trees for dinner: 
In that ſnug room where any man of fpunk 
Would find it a hard matter to get 4 drunk ; 


Where coy Tokay ne'er feels a cook's embraces, 


Nor Port nor Claret ſhow their roſy faces ; 


But where old Adam's beverage flows with pride, 
From wide-mouth'd pitchers, in a plenteous tide; 


Where veal, pork, mutton, beef, and fowl and fiſh, 


All club their joints to make one handſome diſh : 
Where ſtew-pan covers ſerve for plates, I ween, 
And knives and forks and ſpoons are never ſcen : 3 


Where pepper iſſues from a paper bag, 
And for a crewet ſtands a brandy cag: 


Where Madam Swellenberg too often fits 
Like ſome old tabby in her mouſing fits, 


e Larder. 


1 This will be deemed Rrange by my country x readers—but it. 
is nevertheleſs true. 


Demurely 


Demurely ſquinting with majeſtic mien, 
To catch ſome fault to carry to the Queen. 


4 
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In that ſnug room, like thoſe immortal Greeks, 


Of whom, in book the thirteenth, Ovid ſpeaks— 
| Around the table, all with ſulky looks, | 
Like culprits doom'd to Tyburn, ſat the Cooks: | 
At length with phiz that ſhow'd the man of woes, 
The ſorrowing King of ſpits and ſtewpans role; 
Like Paul at Athens, very juſtly fainted, | 
And by the charming bruſh of Raphael 12 
With outſtretch'd hands, and energetic grace, 
le fearleſs thus harangues the rogſting race; 
Whilſt gaping round, in mute attention ſit 
The poor forlorn diſciples of the . 


« Cooks, ſcullions, hear me ev'ry mother” 8 ſon— 


66 Know that I reliſh not this Royal fun: 


a 


George thinks us ſcarcely fit ( tis very clear) | 


& To carry guts, my brethren, to a bear.“ 


« Guts to a bear!“ the cook upſpringing, cry fe 
c Guts to a bear, the Major loud replied. 


“Guts to the devil,” roar'd the cooks again, 
And toſs'd their noſes high in proud diſdain : 
The plain tranſlation of whoſe pointed noſes 


The reader needeth not, the bard ſuppoſes: 


But if the reaſon ſome dull reader looks, 
— ls this —whate ver Kings may think of cooks, 
Howe . 
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Cooks are poſſeſs'd of ſouls as well as Kiagt, 5 1 


1535 


Howe'er crown'd heads may deem them low-born 


things; 


Vet are there ſome who think (but what a ſhame 4 
Poor people's fouls like pence of Birmingham, 
Adulterated braſs—baſe ſtuff—abhorr'd 


That never can paſs current with the 18 
And think, becauſe of wealth they boaſt a tore, 


With cv'ry freedom they may treat the poor: 


Witneſs the ſtory that my Muſe, with tears, 5 / 
Relates, O Reader, to thy ſhrinking ears. re N 


With feeble voice and deep deſponding ſighs, 
With fallow cheek and pity-aſking eyes, 


A wretch by age and poverty decay d, 


For farthings lately to a NaBoB pray d: 


The N ABOB, turkey-like, began to ſwell, 
And damn'd the beggar to the pit of hell. 
« Oh! Sir,” the Supplicant was heard to cry, 


(The tear of mis cy trickling from his eye) 


«© Tho” I'm in rags, and wondrous, wondrous poor, 
** And you with gold and ſilver cover'd o'er, 


95 There won 't in heav'n ſuch difference take 


< place, 


„When we before the Loxb come face to face.“ 5 
* You face to face with e?“ the Nabob cry' 'd, 
In all the infolence of upſtart pride: 
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*&© Youtface to face with me, you dog, appear? 


„Damme VII kick you, if 1 catch you there.” 
On, ſhocking blaſphemy ! oh, horrid ſpeech ! 


Where was the. fellow born ? the wicked wretch ! 


80 black an imp would pull, I do ſuppoſe, 
A bulfe of di'monds from a Begun! s noſe; 
Or make, like Doulab, careleſs of his ul, 
A new edition of the old Black Hole. 


„ What's life the Major faid, © my brethren, 


ce pray, +. 
If force muſt ſnatch our firſt delights away! ? 
Relentleſs ſhall the Royal mandate drag 
The hairs that long have grac'd this filken bag! 1 
Hairs to a barber ſcarcely worth a fig, 
Too few to make a foretop for a wigz 
Muſt razors vile theſe locks ſo ſcanty ſhave, 
Locks that I wiſh to carry to my grave; 
Hairs, look, my lads, ſo wonderfully thin 
Old Swellenberg has more upon her chin?” 
Yes, thet ſhe hath, (exclaim'd a Cook) by G 4. 
A damn'd old German good-for-nothing toad. 
Ves, yes, her mouth with beard N briſ- 
« tles 5 BE 
Curſe me, d rather kiſs a bunch of thiſtles. 
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„ Oh! were it but His Majeſty's commands 
«To give. her gentle ; Jawhoner to thoſe hands, 
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„ I'd ſhave her, like a puniſh'd foldier, dry— 
No killing fow ſhould make a ſweeter cry 
l'd pay my compliments to madam's chin— 
PI anſwer for't I'd make the devil grin— 


cs The razor molt deliciouſly ſhould work— 
Cc 


Ry 


a) 


* . 
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I'd teach her to ſome pur poſe to behave, 7 
And ſhow the witch the nature of a ſhave— 


© F% 


„ O! woman! woman! whether lean or fat, 


we In face an angel but in foul a cat.” 


He SONG ack wot upon the Rreick, 
Crown'd with a loud horſe- laugh the claſſic ſpeech. 


Too ſoon, alas! | refentment ſeiz'd the hour, ; 
And Joke reſign'd his grin- -provoking pow'r; 


Nage dimm'd of mirth the ſudden ſunny Ky, 
And fill'd with gloomy oaths each ſcowling eye: 
Whilſt Grief returning took her turn to reign, 


Sunk ev'ry heart, and ſadden'd ev ry mien: 


Drew from their giddy heights the laughing Graces; 
For much is e to bring down faces. 


bs son of the ſpit, ” the Major, ſtrutting, cry wy 


e like thy ſpirit, and revere thy-pride : 


« Pd rather hear thee than a Biſhop preach, 


<c For thou haſt made a very pretty ſpeech. 


Hh 2 „ 


Pd trim her muzzle yes, I'd ſcrape her por k 
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4; ; Such i 18 the language that the gods ſhould hear, 
* And ſuch ſhould thunder on the Royal ear, 


5 Let, ſon of dripping, tho* thou Ipeak it my 
e 


<« Awhile, heroic brothers, let us halt; 3 
© Soft fires, the proverb tells us, cakes good malt. 
And yet again I bid you ſtand like rocks, 
* And battle for the honour of your locks. 
1 1 Lo! in theſe aged haits is all my joy 
3 | * © To ſhave them, is my Being to deſtroy. 
„ & What's life, if life has not a bli's to give 


* 


* And if unhappy, who would wiſh to live? 
« Content can viſit the poor ſpider'd room, 


2 


8 


* broom ; 
Where parents, children, feaſt on oaten bread, 
With cheeks as round as apples, and as red; 


* 


* 4 8 ; | 
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and hams, 


pe 
- i 


* Sweet ſouls, tho” ragged as young colts or rams; 

Where calmly Teep the parents with their dar- 
0 lings, 

ce Tho- nibbled | vy the fleas as thick as tarlings ; 

„ Lull'd to their reſt, beneath the coarſeſt rugs, 

Dead to the bitings of a choufand bugs. 


c We mult not be too able ! in our motions— 


Pleas'd with the courſc ruth mat and birchen 


Where health with vigour nerves their backs 


*© Content, 
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« Content, mild maid! delights in Simple things, 
< And envies not the ſtate of Queens or Kings: 4 
« Can dine on ſheep” s head, or a difh of broth, 45 
bay Without a table, or a table cloth ; | 55 7 
Nor wiſhes with the faſhionable groupe, Eh 1 
i « To viſit Horton's ſhop for turtle foupe: 1 2 
Can uſe a bit of packthread for a jack, OE 
And fit upon a chair without a back: 

— *© Nay, wanting knives, can with her fingers work, 

2 1 « And uſe a wooden ſkewer for a fork. 

5 Sweet maid! who thinks not ſhoes of leather 

© Tos ſhockin g. 

1 No or feels the horrors 1 in a worſted locking: 

5 Her temper mild, no huckaback can ſhock, 

- «© Tho' for her lovely limbs it forms a ſmock : 

= *< Pleas'd with the nat'rai curls her face that ſhade, 4 

% No grave es are robbꝰ d for hair to make a braid : | 3 
Her breaſt of native plumpneſs ne'er aſpires ; 

To ſwelling merry thoughts of gauze and wires, .--.: 6 

& To look like crops of ducks, (with labour horn) nb L i 

“ Stretch'd by a ſuperfluity of corn. / 
With Nature's hips, ſhe ſighs not for cork ramps, - jo 

BE. And ſcorns the pride of pinching ſtays or jumps; 1 

. ut pleas'd from whalebone priſons to eſcape, | ; 

9 She truſts to ſimple nature for a ſhape; = | 1 
Without a warming pan can go to bed . 1. 20 

1 wrap her petticoat about her head; EE. *y q 
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Nor ſigh for cobweb caps of Mecklin er, 

That ſhade of quality the varniſh'd face: 73 

Sweet nymph, like doves, ſhe ſecks her lau- 1 
e built neſt, 


* 


K 


„ And in a pair of minutes is undreſt; = E: 
* Whilſt all the faſhionable female clans, == 9 


* Undreſſing, ſeem unloading caravans. 
No matter from what ſource Contentment ſprings, 
*Tis juſt the ſame in Cooks as 'tis fn Kings; 
And if our ſouls are ſet upon our hair, 4 
Let ſaip- ſnap barbers, nay, let Kings, beware, 
Nor tempt the dangerous rage of true John 

« Bulls, 
And clap, like fools, the edge tool to our ſkulls. 
Tread on a worm, he ſhows his rage and pain, 
By turning on the wounding toe again: 
Nay, ev'n inanimates appear to feel 
On the looſe fone, if chance direct your heel, 
« Lo! from its womb the ſudden ſtream aſcends, £7 
Jo prove the foot was not among its friends; 
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* And calling in the aid of neighbour mud, 
© O''er the fair ſtocking ſpouts the ſable flood.” 
So ſpoke the Major with, reſentment ſir'd © 


Spoke like a man—indeed like man inſpir d. 
Some critic cries, with ſharp faſtidious look, 
© Bard, bard, this 1s not language for a cook.“ 


« 0 ſnarter! 
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« 0 | Ales! but VII lay thee any wager, 
my It is not too ſublime for a Cook Major,” — 


„ Behold! to remedy. our ſad condition,” 


The Major cry'd, « Pye cook'd up a Petition: 


+ This carries weight with it, or Pm miſtaken ; 


„ Shall ſhake the Monarch's foul, and fave our 


be bacon” — 


Then jumping on a barrel, hon dons: 
He read ſonorous to the gaping croud. 


Thus reads a pariſh clerk in church a brief, 
That begs for burnt-out wretches kind relief— 
Relief, alas! that very rarely reaches 

The poor petitioners, the ruined wretches : 8 

But (loſt its way) unfortunately ſteers 

To fat churchwardens and fat overſeers; 

Improves each diſh, augments the punch and ale, 

And adds new oe to the ſmutty tale. 


=. PETITION or THE o KS. 


-OUR Majeſty” 8 firm friends and faithful cooks, 
Who in your palace merry liv'd as grigs, 
Have heard, with heavy heart and down-caſt looks, 
_ 1 That we muſt all be ſhav'd, and put on wigs: 
1 — 7 '7 oz, SIRE, who with ſuch honour wear your Crown, 
Should never bring on ours diſgraces down. 
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Dread Sir! we really deem our heads our own, 
With ev'ry ſprig cf hair that on them ſprings 
In France, where men, like ſpaniels, lick the 
Throne, 
And count it glory to be a by Kings, 
Their locks belong unto the Grand Monarque, 
Who ſwallows TOs: like a ſhark. 


. 


Be pleas'd to pardon what we now advance — 5 
We dare your ſacred Majeſty aſſure, _ 1 

That there's a difference *twixt us and France; 
And long, we hope, that diff rence will endure. he: 

in We | 
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We know King Lewis wou'd, with power ſo dread, 
; Nor dh cut the hair oft, but the head. 


= Oh! tell us, Sir, in loyalty 5 true, 
What dire deſigning raggamuffins ſaid, 
That we your Cooks are ſuch a naſty crew, 
Great Sir! as to have crawlers in our head? 
My Liege, you can't find one nals. all our 
bhbouſe 
Not if Ie give a guinea for a louſe. 


7 What creature was you found upon your plate 
We know not—if a louſe, it was not ours: 
> To ſhave each Cook's poor unoffending pate, : 
| | Betrays too much of arbitrary pow'rs— 
The act humanity and juſtice ſhocks— 

Let him who owns the crawler loſe his locks. 


But grant upon your plate this louſe ſo dread, 
H sow can you ſay, Sir, it belongs to us? 

= Maggots are found in many a princely head ; 

35 And if a maggot, why then not a louſe? 

RX Nay, grant the fat—with horror ſhould you ſhrink? 
It could not eat your Majeſty, we think. 


= | 1. Hunger, 


2 
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Hunger, , my Liege, hath oft been felt by Kings, 7 


As well as people of inferior tlate— 


Quarrels with Cooks are therefore dangerous things, 
We cannot anfwer for your ſtomach's fate: 


For by your ſize we frankly muſt declare 
Lou feed on more ſubſtantial ſtuff than air. 


My Liege, a Univerſe hath been your foes : 


The times have look'd moſt miſerably black— 


America hath zry'd to pull your noſe— 


French, Dutch, and 1 1 to bag your 
back: 5 


would be a ſerious matter, we can tell ye, 
Were we to buccaneer it on your wy 


You the the ſpirit of Now Cooks then, 8 8 


Determin'd nobly to ſupport their locks: 


And ſhould your guards be order'd out to fire, 


Their guns may be oppos'd by ſpits and crocks : 


Knives, forks, and ſpoons, may fy, with plates a 


5 ſtore, | 
And all the thunder of the kitchen roar. 


Nat. Gare Yeoman of the mouth, declares 


He'll join the ſtandard of your injur'd cooks— 


Fach ſcullion, turnbroche, for redreſs prepares, 


And puts on very formidable looks: 


Your 


* * ——_—_— 9 


All theſe, an't pleaſe you, Sir, ſo fierce determine 
To; join us in the cauſe of hair and vermine. = 


| One Overſeer of all the beef and mutton, Pp 
The other Lady Preſident of ſprats— . . oY 
Ti 1 „„ 7 1 


— 243 1 
Young women too —imprimis Mrs. Dyer, | | 1 | 
Whoſe eggs: are good as ever felt the fire: * 


Next Sweeper-general Bickley, Mrs. Mary, 


With that fam'd bell-ringer call'd Mrs. Loman— 


Ann Spencer, guardian of the PE: = 


That is to ſay, the neceſſary woman- 


* 1 Miſtreſs Stewart—Mr. Richard Day, 


Who find your Sacred Majeſty i in linen 


Are ready to ſupport us in our Iray— 


You can't conceive the paſſion they have been i in— 


They ſwear ſo much your ſcheme of ſhaving hurts, 
You ſhan” t have pocket. handkerchiefs or ſhirts, 


The 1 Clarke and Tayler, b the ſebame; 


And ſay whate'er we do, the world wont blame us; 


80 Comber ſays, who gives you milk and cream— 


And thus your old friend, Mr, Lewis Ramus, „ | | 
We think your ſacred Majeſty would mutter „„ 5 
At loſs of gay; e and cream, and butter. * 
Sena; an't pleaſe you, Sir, that Miſtreſs Knutten = A 

And Miſtreſs Maiſhjield, fierce as tyger cats; vA 
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Suppoſe i in oppoſition to your wiſh, 
This locks away the fleſh, and 7ha! the fiſh ? 


Suppoſe John Clarks refuls upplics of muſtard, 
So neceſſary to your beef and bacon ? 
Mill Roberts all the apple pie and cuſtard, 

Your majeſty would growl, or we're miſtaken— 
Suppoſe that Wells, a ſtubborn temper, ſtudying, 
Should take the plums off from the Sunday pudding: 


Suppoſe that Rainsforth with our corps unites ?— 
We mean the man who all the tallow handles— | 
Suppoſe he daring locks up all the lights 

How could your Majeſty contrive for candles i # 

' You'd be (excuſe the freedom of remark) | 
Like ſome Aminen in the dark. 5 N 5 


5 we dare aſſure you that our grief is great 
And oft indeed our feelings it enrages, 
To ſee your ſacred Majeſty beſet 

By ſuch a graceleſs gang of idle pages— — 


And with ſubmiſhon to your judgment, Sire, ; 
We think old Madam Swellenberg a lyar. a 


Suppoſe, Great Sir, that by your cruel fat, 
Ik)he barbers ſhould attack our humble head, 
And that we ſhould not chuſe to breed a riot, , 
| Becauſe 1 we might not wiſh to loſe our bread ; 
Say, 
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Say, would the triumph o'er each harmleſs Cook 
Make George the third like Alexander look? 


Dread Sir, reflect on Johnny Wilkes's fate, 


Supported chiefly by a paltry rabble— 


Wilkes bade defiance to your frowns and ſtate, 


And got the better in that famous ſquabble: 


Poor was the victory you wiſh'd to win, 


That fat the mouth of Furepe on the grin. 


O King, our wives are in the kitchen roaring, 
All ready in rebellion, ready now to riſe— 


They mock our humble method of imploring, 


And bid us guard againſt a wig- ſurpriſe: 


5.60: ro ours is the hair (they cry) th' Almighty gave ye, 
0 And not a Ting in Chriſtendom ſhould ſhave ye. 


Lo! on th' event the world i impatient looks, 


And thinks the joke i is carried much too far 


Then pray, Sir, liſten to your faithful Cooks, 


Nor in the Palace breed a civil war: 


Loud roars our band, and obſtinate as pigs, 


Cry, Locks and liberty, and damn the wigs 18 


A roETICAL 


be 4 2 be 


pn _ 


* 
0 0 - 


"> 


* 8 g : 
— TOE He ER” 


R 


E. 
| „ 


OE TICAL AND CONGRATULATORY 


TO 


AMES BOSWELL, Es 


St . 
"8 
8 


© 3. 
n 


__— 
c, 


N Pr dit 5 . * 


3 URNAL OF A TOUR TO THE HEB 


«a 


8 WITH THE CELEBRATED 


; 
) 5 
ETC ² A 


rr Rad” 


Re 
» +5] 
| * 

* 4 
* * 
= 


SORE an 


vhs 


„ . 
a 


enen * 
* 5 - 


4 


2 
* 
15 
* 


7 
* 


32 
be 
it 
WW 
5 
* 
5 
3 
4 5 
Led 
1 
XY 
#1 
1 * 
72 
RAY 
5 
071 
ST 


s 
"See 

#8 
* 


Hy 2 . 8 * : 1 * 2 S N Ne 

N ae Wr . 3 EE OT IE Eon fox . D 
5 N NEL N B 92 3 25 . F r 
VCC 92 7 l AD ee 85 


De 5 
oe 


8 Ap 
aw TI 


= TD 
n — 
THEE 


1 
F 


* 
2 
ROSA 
5 

2 
* 
0 
WE 
I 


POETICAL EPISTLE 


JAMES BOSWELL, Es 


BOSWELL, Boy, Bruee,* whate' er hy. 
name, 

Thou mighty ſhark for anecdote and fame: : 

Thou jackall, leading lyon Johnſon forth 

To eat M*Pherſon + midſt his native North; 

To frighten grave Profeſſors with his roar, 


And bake the Hebrides from ſhore to ſhore— 


* vide Note, page 16. 


+ The tranſlator (but in Dr. Johnſon? J opinion the author) 
of che Poems attributed to Ossan. 
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All hail '—At length ambitious Thane, thy rage 


To give one ſpark to Fame's beſpangled page 
Is amply gratified—a thouſand eyes 


Survey thy book with rapture and ſurpriſe ! 


Loud, of thy Tour, a thouſand tongues have ſpoken, 


And wonder'd that thy bones were never broken : 


Triumphant, thou through Times vaſt gulph that 
2000; 


The pilot of our literary while; ; 


Cloſe to the claſſic Rambler ſhalt thou cling, 


_ Cloſe as a ſupple courtier to a king! 
Fate ſhall not ſhake thee off with all its pow r, 
Stuck like a bat, to ſome old 157 tow'r. - 
: Nay, though thy Johnſon ne'cr had bleſs'd wy 


ee 


7 Paoli”: s deeds had rais'd thee to the ſkies ! 


Yes! his broad wing had rais'd thee, (no bad hack) | 
A tom-tit twittering on an eagle 8 back. 


Thou, curious ſcrap-monger, ſhalt live in ſong 


When Death hath ſtill'd the rattle of thy tongue; 
Ev'n future babes to liſp thy name ſhall learn, 

And Bozzy join with Wood and Tommy Hearn, 
Who drove the ſpiders from much proſe and rhime, ; 
: And inatch'd old ſtories from the | Jaws of Time. 


Sweet 
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Sweet | is thy page 1 ween, chat doth recite 


How thou and Johnſon, arm and arm, one night, 
March'd through fair Edinburgh's Factolian ſhow! rs, 0 
While Cloacina bountifully pours; 

Thoſe gracious ſhow'rs that fraught with fragrance 


flow, 


And pild, like gingerbread, the world below. 


How ſweetly grumbled too, was Sam's remark, 
I ſmell you, Maſter Bozzy, in the dark.“ : 


Alas! hiſtorians are confounded dull, 


A dim Bœtia reigns in ev'ry ſkull : 


Mere beaſts of burthen, broken-winded, flow, 


Heavy as dromedaries, on they go; 


Whilſt Thou, a Will- o 1 art here, art there, 
| Wild darting coruſcations ev 24 where. ” 


What taſteleſs mouth can bepe, what eye can 
Cole; © 


What head can nod o'er thy enlivening proſe! f 


| To other's works, the works of thy inditing 
Are downright di'monds to the eyes of whiting. 


Think not I flatter thee, my flippant friend: 


For well I know that flatt'ry would offend : 


Yet honeſt praiſe, I'm ſure, thou wouldſt not Gum, 


Born with a fomach to digeſt a un!“ 
Who can refuſe a ſmile that reads thy page, 
: Where ſurly Sam, enflam'd with Tory rage, 


* Vide page 1 ZJ. | 
n Naſſau 
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Naſſau beſcoundrels, and with anger big, 


 Swears, Whigs are rogues, and ev'ry rogue a Whig ? 
Who will not too, thy pen's minutie, bleſs, 


That gives poſterity the Rambler's “ dreſs? 


_ Methinks I view his full, plain ſuit of brown, 
The large grey buſhy wig that grac'd his crown, 
Black worſted ſtockings, little ſilver buckles, 
And ſhirt that had no ruffles for his knuckles, 
I mark the brown great-coat of cloth he wore, 
That two huge Patagonian pockets bore, 
Which Patagonians (wond'rous to unfold ) 
Would fairly both his Dictionaries hold. 
I ſee the Rambler f on a large bay mare, 
Juſt like a Centaur ev'ry danger dare, 
On a full gallop daſh the yielding wind. 
The colt and Bozzy ſcamp' ring cloſe behind, - 


Of Lady a i with what glee we _ 


Who offer'd Sam for breakfaſt, cold ſheep? J bead; 


Who preſs'd and worried by this dame ſo civil, 


Würd the ſheep! 8 head and woman's at 92 devil. | 


% 


I ſee you u falling both in Buchan's 8 pot— 


Now ſtorming an old woman | and her cot, 


-# Vide p- 4 ä 1 f. 379. Þ FP. 429. 
r. 104 | P. 143. 


Who 
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Who terrify'd at each tremendous ſhape, 


1 fee all marv'ling at MLeod's together, 
On Sam's remarks * on whey, and tanning leather; 


1 fee thee, Bozay, drunk as David's. ſow, ; 
And begging, with rais'd eyes aud lengthen'd chin, 


I fee too, the ſtern moraliſt regale, 
And pen a Latin ode to Mrs. Thrale. 


Rare ſight ! bald Sam in the Pretender” «| bed. 

1 hear (what's wonderful J unſought by ſtudying, 
His claſſic diſſertation upon pudding. = 
Of Proveft Jopp, + 1 mark the marw'ling face, | 
Who gave the Rambler's freedom with a grace. ff 
1 ſee too, trav'ling from the /e of Egg. 1 35 — 

The humble ſervant $$. of a horſes leg; 4 | 5 

And Snip the taylor, from the e of Muck, I . 5 


. 25 
ee 


Deem'd you two demons ready for a rape. 
At Corrichatachin's +, the Lord knows how, 
Heav'n not to damn thee for the deadly ſin, 


I ſee, without a night-cap on his head, 


Who ſtitched in Sky with: tolerable luck. 
1 ſee the horn that drunkards muſt adore ; 
The horn, the ! horn of Rorie More ; ; T 
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And bloody ſhields that guarded hearts in quarrels, 
Now guard ſrom rats the milk and butter barrels. 
Methinks the Caledonian dame ] ſee 


| Familiar ſitting on the Rambler's knee, 


Charming, with kiſſes ſweet, the chuckling age 
Melting with ſweeteſt ſmiles the froſt of age; 
Like Sol, who darts at times a chearful ray 
O'er the wan viſage of a winter's day. 
„ Do it again, my dear, ( hear Sam cry). 
_ «© See who firſt tires, my charmer, you or * 
I ſee thee ſtuffing, with a hand uncoutb, 
An old dry'd whiting in thy Johnſon's mouth, 
And lo! I ſee, with all his might and main, 
Thy Johnſon ſpit the whiting out again. 
Rare anecdotes ! tis anecdotes like theſe, 
- That bring thee glory, and the million pleaſe! 
On theſe, ſhall future times delighted tare, 
Thou charming haberdaſher of ſmall ware! 
Stewart and Robertſon, from thee, ſhall learn, 
The fimple charms of HIs T' xv to diſcern : 
To thee, fair HisT'ry's palm, ſhall Livy yield, 
And Tacitus to Bozzy, leave the field! 
Joe Millar's ſelf, whoſe page ſuch fun provokes, TT 
Shall quit his ſhroud, to grin at Bozzy's jokes! 
How are we all with rapture touch'd, to ſee 
Where, when, and at what hour, you ſwallowed tea. / 
a How, once, to grace this Aſiatic treat, 
Came haddocks, which the Rambler could not cat. 


Pleas? d:- 
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Pleas'd, on thy book thy Sovereign $ "ONO 


roll, 

Who loves a goſli Ip's ſtory from his ſoul! 

Bleſt with the mem'ry of the Perſian king, 

Hz, ev'ry body knows, and ev'ry thing; 

Who's dead, who's married, what poor girl beguil'd, 

Hath 7% a paramour, and found a child; 

Which gard'ner hath moſt cabbages ua peas, 

And which old woman hath moſt hives of bees; 

Which farmer boaſts the moſt prolific ſows, 

: Cocks, hens, geeſe, turkies, goats, me bulls, : 

and cows; 
Which barber, beſt the ladies locks can * 
Which houſe 1 in Windſor, ſells the fineſt * 
Which chimney-ſweep, beſt beats, in gold array, 
His bruſh and ſhovel, on the firſt of May: 

| Whoſe dancing- dogs, in rigadoons excel; 

And whoſe the puppet-ſhew, that bears the bell; 
Which clevereſt ſmith, the prettieſt. man raf t 
5 makes, 3 | 

' To fave from thieves, the royal ducks nd drakes; ; 
The Guinea hens and peacocks with their eggs; 

And catch his loving ſubjects by the legs. -- 

O! ſince the Prince of Goſſips, reads thy book, 

To what high honours may not t Bozzy look! * 


— Mo 


+ His M——y hath planted a number of thoſe truſty guar- 
diane around his park at Windlor, for the benefit ot the public. 


| The 


E —*1W . ̃ ˙ . ˙ ˙²˙-.nmũ Ob 
r = a l a 5 „ Sinn wa” 8 . . a . xp 
l 4 g j . 


C 86 3 
The ſunſhine of his fmile, may ſoon be thine— 
Perchance, in converſe thou may'ſt hear him ſhine : 
Perchance, to ſtamp thy merit through the nation, 
He begs of Johnſon's life, thy Dedication : 
Aſks queſtions ® of thee, O thou lucky elf, 
And kindly anſwers ev'ry one, himſelf. 
Bleſt with the claffic learning f of a college, 
Our Kg is not a miſer in his knowledge: a 
Nought in the florehouſe of his brains turns muſty: : 
No razor-wit, for want of uſe, grows ruſty. | 
| What'er his head fuggeſts, whate'er he knows, 
Free as election beer from tubs, it flows! 
Vet, ah! ſuperior far it boaſts the merit 


"oY of never fuddling people with the ſoirit. 7 


* | juſt after Dr. Johnſon had been honoured with an interview 
with a certain great perſonage, in the Queen's library at Buck- 
Ingham Houſe, he was interrogated by a friend concerning his 
reception, and his opinion of the r-y-l intellect.— His M——y 
ſeems to be poſſeſſed of much good nature, and much curioſity | 
| {replied the Doctor); as for his v5 it is far from contemptible. 
— His M-——y indeed was multifarious in his * ; bot, 
: Gazk God, he anſwered them all * | 


4 This i is a very kt onto as the late 3 

8 D—r retained three parts of the money ordered for the 

education of her children. The ef of this abſurd conduct was , 
ſo conſpicuous in her daughter MA, that the letters received 


from her during her reſidence at Denmark, were abſolutely 
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Say Bozzy, when, to bleſs our anxious fight, 

: When ſhall thy volume * burſt the gates of light? 
O, cloath'd in calf, ambitious brat, be born— 
Our kitchens, parlours, libraries, adorn : 

' My fancy's keen anticipating eye, 

A thouſand charming anecdotes can ſpy : 

I read, I read of G=-ge the learn'd + diſplay 
On Lowth's and Warburtor's immortal fray : 
Of G—ge, whoſe brain, if right 1 the mark I hit 
Forms one huge Cyclopzdia of wit: 

That holds the wiſdom of a thouſand ages, 
And frightens all his workmen and his pages / 

0 Bozzy, ſtill thy tell. tale plan purſue: 

The world is wond'rous fond of ſomething nero, 
And, let but Scandab's breath embalm the page, 
It lives a ꝛvelcome gue/t from age to age. 

Not only ſay who breathes an arrant knave, 

But who hath ſneak'd a rafcal to his grave : 
Make o'er his turf (in Virtue's cauſe) a rout, 
And, like a d. mn'd good Chriſtian, pull him ont. 
Without a fear, on families, harangue, _ 
Say who ſhall loſe their e and who ſhall hang; ; 


1 The life of Dr. Johnſon. 


1 His M =y's commentary on chat 5 in which the 
Biskor and the Doc ros pelted one the other with dirt ſo grace- 
folly, will be a treaſure to the lovers of literature! Mr. B. hath 
as good as promiſed it to the PUBLIC, and we hope, means to 

"M0 kis word. 


L1 Publiſh 


C258 J 


Publiſh the demireps, and punks—nay more, 
Declare what virtuous wife ill be a Wh. re. 

Thy brilliant brain, conjecture, can ſupply, 

Jo charm through ev'ry leaf, the eager eye. 

The blue ſtoching“ ſociety deſeribe, 

And give thy comment on each joke, and gibe: e 
Tell what the women are, their wit, their e, 

= And oP them in thy ſtreams of e 


BY Let bord 1. Donald threat Is breech to der. E 
{1 ER. And o'er thy ſhrinking ſhoulders ſhake his ſtick: 13 
Ir.reat with contempt, the menace of this Lord, 
Tis Hift'ry's province, Bozzy, to record. Fx 

Though Wilkes abuſe thy brain, that airy. ll. = 


And ſwear poor Johnſon murther'd by. thy quill ; Z 

What's that to thee ? Why let the victim Reste, 1 

, Thy end is anſwer'd, if the Nation read. | 5 

| The fiddling Knight, i and tuneful Mrs. Thrale,, , 118 . 

"Who  requent bobb'd of nobb en in Neu: 8 8 

| 9 5 5 A dub 8 compoſed of ned ladjes, to which Mr. 4 
| | +. was admitted. 


+ A letter of ſevere remonſtrance was eit 10 ) Mr. B. who, in 
conſequence, omitted, in the ſecond edition of his Journal, what 
is ſo gencrally pleaſing to the public, viz. the ſcandalous peſager 


2 relative to this nobleman. 
1 Sir John Hawkins, who (as well as Mrs. Thrale, now 21 
dam Viozzi) threatens us ANY the ue of the late lexicographer. — 

Snatch E 
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Snatch up + the pen (as thirſt of fame inſpires |) 
To write his jokes and fories by their fires : 


Then why not hon, each joke and tale enroll, | 
Who like a watchful cat, before a hole, 


Full twenty years (inflam'd with letter'd pride) 


Did mouſing fit before Sam's mouth ſo wide, 
To catch as many ſcraps as thou wert able— 
A very Lazrus at the rich man's table? 


What, tho' againſt thee Porters * bounce the door, z 
And bid thee hunt for lecrets there no more, 


With pen and ink ſo ready at thy coat, 
e like, each ſyllable to note, 


That giv'n to Printers: devils, (a precious load 9 
On wings of print, comes flying all abroad? 5 


Watch then the venal valels - ſmack the maids, | 
And try with gold to make them rogues and fades - 5 
Vet ſhould their honeſty, thy bribes, reſent; q 
; Fly to thy fertile genius, and invent < 


Like old Voltaire, who plac'd his greateſt glory 


In cooking up an entertaining ſtory z 


Who laugh'd at Truth, whene'er her / mple tongue | 
Would ſnatch amuſement from a tale or ſong. 


O! whliſt amid the anecdotic mine, 


Thou labour'ſt hard to bid thy Hero ſhine, 


This is literally true Nobody is at home. Our great p20- 
ple want the taſte to reliſh Mr. Boſwell's vehicles to immortality. 


5 T hough 1 in Loxpox, poor Boozr is in a deſert. 


LI 2 8 Run 
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Run to Bolt Court, exert thy Curl. like + ſoul, 
And fiſh for golden leaves from hole to hole; 
Find when he eat and drank, and cough! d, and 
ſncez d 
Let all his motions in thy book be ſqueez? d: 
On tales, however range, impoſe thy claw; ; 

Yes, let thy amber lick up ev'ry ſtraw : 
Sam $ oy and winks, and laughs, will form | a 
; 8 

| For all that breathes of Jornson muſt be great. F-: 


Bleſt be thy labours, moſt advent rous Bozzy, 
Bold rival of Sir John, and Dame Piozzi ; | 
'N Ls Heav'ns! with what laurels ſhall thy head be crown 41 
1 A grove, a foręſt, ſhall thy ears, ſurround! 
Ves! whilſt the RauBLER ſhall a Comer blaze, 
And gd a world of darkneſs with his rays, : 
_ Thee too, that world, with wonderment, ſhall hail, 
A Oy e cracker at his tail,“ | 


* In Fleet- ſtreet, where the Doctor lived and died. 


7 Cut the bookſeller Frequently bribed people to hunt the 
' temples of Cloacina for Pope s and Swift's Letters. 
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POS TCRIPT, 


8 Mr. devicy $ Journal hath afforded ſuch 
univerſal pleaſure by the relation of minute 


incidents, and the great Moraliſt's opinion of men 


and things, during his northern tour; it will be add- 


ing greatly to the anecdotal treaſury, as well as mak- 


ing Mr. B. happy, to communicate part of a Dia- 


logue that took place between Dr. Johnſon and the 


Author of this Congratulatory Epiſtle, a few months 


before the Doctor paid the great debt of nature.— 
The Doctor was very chearful that day, had on a 
black coat and waiſtcoat, a black pluſh pair of 
breeches, and black worſted ſtockings; a handſome 
grey wig, a ſhirt, a muſlin neckcloth, a black pair 
ol buttons in his ſhirt ſleeves, a pair of ſhoes, orna- 
mented with the very identical little buckles that 
accompanied the philoſopher to the Hebrides; bis 
nails were very neatly pared, and his beard freſh 
ſhaved by a razor fabricated by the ingenious Mr. 
Savigny. 


P. P. « Pray, Dotor, what is your opinion of 


Mr, Boſwell's literary powers?“ 


Jobnſen. 


te 
2 
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Johnſon. © Sir, my opinion is, that whenever 
Bozzy expires, he will create no vacuum in the re- 
gion of literature he ſeems ſtrongly affected by the 


cacoethes ſcribendi; wiſhes to be thought a rara avis, 
and in truth fo he is—your knowledge in ornitho- 


logy, Sir, will eaſily diſcover, to what ſpecies of 


bird I allude.” Here the Doctor ſhook his head 
and e 


2 P. 60 What think you, Sir, of his account 
of Corti —Of his character of Paoli? 


Fobnſin. e Sir, he hath” made» mountain of a 
wart.” But Paoli has virtues. The account is a 
: farrago of diſguſting _ and pompous ee 


P. P. 4 1 have heard it whiſpered, Doctor, 


that ſhould you die before him, Mr. B. means to ü 
write your life.“ 


Johnſon i Sir, be cannot mean me ſo irrepara- 
ble an injury. — Which of us ſhall die firſt, is only 


known to the Great Diſpoſer of Events ; but were 


J ſure that James Boſwell would write my lite, I do 
not know whether I would not anticipate the mea- 


ſure, by taking his.” (Here he made three or four . 
ſtrides acroſs the room, and returned to his chair 


with. violent emotion.) 


P. P. 


Ne e 
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P. P. © I am afraid that he means to do you 
the favour,” e 


Johnſon. © He dares not—he would make a 

| ſcarecrow of me. I give him liberty to fire his 
blunderbuſs in his own face, but not murther me. 

Sir, I heed not his «v7 20 = BOSWELL write my 
life! why the fellow poſſeſſes not abilities for writ- 
ing the life of an ephemeron.” 1 . 
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BOZZY any PIOZZI, 


OR, THE 


| BRITISH BIOGRAPHERS. 


A PAIR OF 


TOWN ECLOGUES. 


—Arcades ambo, 


5 Et cantare parer, et reſpondere, paratl 
Viso. 
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N the death of Doctor Johnſon, a number of peo- 
ple, ambiticus of being diſtinguiſhed from the mute 


part of their ſpecies, ſet about relating and printing 
Stories and Bon Mots of this celebrated moraliſts;— 
Amongſe the moſt zealous, though not the moſt enlight- 
ened, appeared Mr, Boſwell and Madame Piozzi, the 
Hero and Heroine of our Eclogues. They are ſuppoſed 
to have in contemplation the life of Johnſon; and to 
prove their biographical abilities, appeal to Sir John 
Hawkins for his deciſion on their reſpective merits, by 
quotations from their printed anecdotes of the Doctor. 
Sir John hears them with uncommon patience, and de- 


termines very. properly on 6% Pretenſi Ons oY the contend- 
ing parties. 


Mm 2 
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From whence, alas! no travellers return : : 
In hunbler Engliſh, when the Doctor died, 


BOZZY and PIOZZ1, 
APA IR of 


TOWN ECLOGUES. 


„ 


HEN Yohaſon ſought (as Shakeſpeare ſays) 
that bourn, 


Apollo whimper'd and the Muſes cried 


0 Parna fs mop'd for days, in buſineſs ſlack, 


and like a herſe, the hill was hung with black. 


 Mine-va fighing for her /av'rite ſon, 


Pronounc'd, with lengthen'd face the world undone : Y 
Her ow! too, hooted in ſo loud a ſtile, , 
That people might have heard the bird, 0 mile : 


Joe 


0 

Jove wip'd his eyes fo red, and told his wife 
He ne'er made Johnſon's equal, in his life; 
And that *twould be a /ong time firſt, if ever, 
His art could form a fellow half fo clever: 
Venus, of all the little Loves, the dam, 

With all the Graces, ſobb'd for brother Sam: 
Such were the heav'nly howlings for his death, 
As if Dame Nature had ręſign'd her breath. 
Nor leſs ſonorous was the grief, I ween, 

Amidſt the natives of our earthly ſcene : 
From beggars, to the Great who hold the helm, 
One Johnſo-mania, rag'd through all the realm! 


« Who, (cried the rd) can match his proſe or 


rhime ? 855 

O'er wits of modern days, be tow'rs ſublime ! [# 
An oak, wide ſpreading o'er the ſhrubs below, 
That round his roots, with puny foliage, blow: J 
A pyramid, amidſt ſome barren waſte, 
| That frowns o'er huts the ſport of ev'ry blaſt : 

A mighty Atlas, whoſe aſpiring head, 

| O” er diſtant regions, caſts an awful ſhade... 
By kings and vagabonds, his tales are told, 
And ev'ry ſentence glows a grain of gold / 
Blet / who his philoſophic phiz can zake, 
Catch ev'n his weakneſſes—his noddle's ſhake, 
The lengthen'd lip of ſcorn, the forehead's ſcowl, 


The low'ring eye's contempt, and bear. like growl. 


In 


9 271 1 
In vain, the critics vent their toothleſs rage! 5 
Mere ſprats, that venture, war with whales to wage: 
Unmov'd he ſtands, and feels their force, uc more, 
Than ſome huge rock amidſt the at' ry roar, 
That calmly bears the tumults of the deep, 
And howling tempeſts, that as well, might ſeep.” 
Strong, midit the Rambler's cronies, was the rage 
To fill with Sam's bon mots, and tales, the page: 
Mere flies, that buzz'd around his ſetting ray, 
And bore a ſplendor, on their wings away : 
Thus round his orb, the pigmy planets run, 
And catch their little ee the SUN b 


At Land, ruſh'd forth two candidates for farms 
A Scotchman, one; and one a London Dame: T 
| That, by th? emphatic Johnſon, chriſten'd Bozzy; 
This, by the Biſhop's Licence, Dame Piozzi; 
Whoſe widow'd name, by topers lov'd, was Tul, 
Bright in the annals ct election ale; 
A name, by 2 that gave up the ghoſt ! . 
In poor Pedocchio, * - no !—Piozzi, loſt! 
Fach ſeiz'd with ardor wild, the grey gooſe quill: . 
- Each ſet to work, the intellectual mill; 


The author was nearly committing a de e in⸗ 15 | 
deed was his recollections; as Pedocchio ſignifies in the Italian EE 5 
| language, that moſt contemptible of all animals, a Louſe. | 


That 
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That peck of bran ſo coarſe, began to pour, 
To one e ſmall ſolitary | grain of flour. 


Forth ruſh'd to light, their :books—but who ſhould 
Ee 

Which bore the palm of 3 away! ? 

This, to decide, the rival wits agreed, 

Before Sir John, their tales, and jokes to read, 

And let the Knight's opinion in the ſtrife, 

Declare the prop'reſt pen, to write Sam's life. 

| Sir John, renown'd for muſical * palavers : A 

The Prince, the King, the Emperor of Quavers! 
Sharp in ſolfeggi, as the ſharpeſt needle: 

Great in the noble art of tweedle- tweedle. 

Of Muſic's College, f form'd to be a Fellow, 

Fit for: Mis: D. or Maeftro de Capella ; 
Whoſe Volume, tho? it here and there offends, 
| Boaſts' German merit—makes by bulk, amends, 
Superior, frowning o'er offavo wits 
High plac'd the venerable quarts ſits ; 5 
And duodecimos, ignoble ſcum! 

Poor proſtitutes to ev'ry vulgar thumb! 
Whilſt undefil'd by literary rage, 
He bears a ſpotleſs leaf from age to age. 


V bis Hiſtory of Muſic. 


Like 


9 
3 
> 


E 


Like ſchool-boys, lo! before a two-arm'd chair 


| That held the knight, wiſe judging, ſtood the pair: 15 


Or like two ponies on the ſporting ground 
Prepar'd to gallop when the drum ſhould ſound, 


The couple rang'd for vict'ry, both as keen, 


As for a tott'ring biſhoprick, a dean, 
Or patriot Burke, for giving gioricus baſtings 


To that intolerable fellow Haſtings. 
Thus with their ſongs, contended Virgil's ſwains, 
And made the valleys vocal with their ſtrains, 


Before ſome grey beard ſwain, whoſe Judgment ripe, 
Gave Ronen for F to the prettief pipe. 


" Alternately, in anecdotes, go on; 7 
But firſt, begin you Madam,” cried Sir John: 


The thankfui Dame, low curtſied to the chair, 
And thus, for vict'ry, panting, read, the Fair. 


MADAME PIOZ 2 T 


Sam Johnſon was of Michael Johnſon, born; 


Whole ſhop of books, did Litchfield Town adorn ! 


W rong-headed, Rubborn as a Halter'd ram; ; 


In ſhort, the model of our Hero Sam : 
Inclin'd to madneſs too for when his ſhop 


Fell down, for want of cath to buy a prop; 


* Vid. Piozzi's AnecQotes, page 3. 
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For fear the thieves might ſteal the vaniſh'd fore, 
He IN went each — and lock d the door! 


B O 2 2 V. 


Whilſt Johnſon was in Edinburgh, my wife. 
To n his palate, ſtudied for her life: 
With ev'ry rarity ſhe fill'd her houſe, 
And ge the Do Kor, for hi dinner, grouſe. 


MADAME 102211 


Dear Doctor Johnſon was in ſize an ox; 
And from Uncle Andrew, learn'd to box ; 
A man, to wreſtlers, and to bruiſers, dear, 
| Who kept — ring in n a whole year. 


BOLT 


At ſupper, role a dialogue on es.” 

When Croſbie ſaid, there could not be ſuch b-tch-s ; 3 
And that *twas blaſphemy to think ſuch hags 

Could ſtir up ſtorms, and on their broom/tick nags 

| Gallop along the air with wondrous pace, 

And Dela in God Almighty” 8 face: 4 


2 Ba 8 "Por, page 38. i 

+ Piozzi's Anecdotes, page 15 

r . 
But 


C95 1] 
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But Johnſon anſwer'd him, “there might be witches, 
Nought prov'd the non: exiſtence of the b- tch- s. 


MADAME 102 2 U. 


When Thrale as nimble as a boy at ſchool, 


; Jump'd, tho? fatigu'd with hunting, o'er a ſtool ; 7 


The Doctor, proud the ſame grand feat, to do; 


His pow'rs, exerted, and jump'd over too. 
And tho? he might a broken back bewail ; 
He ſcorn'd to be eclips'd by Mr. T hrale. 


B 0 Z Z. Y. 4 


At Vliniſh our friend to paſs the time, 
Regal'd us with his knowledges ſublime: 


Shocow'd that all ſorts of learniug fill'd his Nob ; 


And that in butchery he could bear a Bob. 
He /agely told us of the diff*rent feat 
Employ'd to kill the animals we eat: 

An ox, ſays he, in country and in town, 


Is, by the butchers, conſtantly, &noc#d down ; 


As for that leſſer animal, a calf, 
The knock is really not ſo ſtrong by hal If. 
The beaſt is only /urn'd; but as for goats, 


And ſheep, and lambs; the butchers cut their throats. 


' - Page 6. | : + Page 300. 
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Thoſe fellows only want to keep them quiet; 
Not chuſing that the brutes ſhould breed a riot. 


MADAME PIOZZ1* 


When Johnſon was a child, and ſwallow'd pap, 
Twas in his mother's old maid Catharine's lap: 
There, whillt he fat, he took in wond'rous bea 
For much his bowels were for knowledge yearning. 
There, heard the ſtory, which we Britons brag on, 
The ſtory of St. George and eke the Dragon. 


„„ 


55 When Foote, his leg, by ſome misfortune, broke „ 
Says Ito Johnſon, all by way of joke, 
| Sam, Sir, in Paragraph, will ſoon be clever, 
And take off Peter, better now, than ever.“ 
On which, ſays Johnſon, without tation, 
' George || will rejoice at Foote's depeditation.“ 
On which, ſays I, a penetrating elf! 
Docter, I'm ſure, you coin'd that word, yourſelf. 5 
On which he langb'dz and ſaid I had divin'd it, 
For bona Kae he had really cein'd 11. 


F Page 169 1 Hoe 141. 
1 George Faulkner, the printer at Dublin, taken off by Foote 
under the character of Peter Paragraph. | 


And 
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And yet, of all the words L've cord, Clays he) 
My Dictionary, Sir, contains but three. 


MADAME PIOZZI. | 

\ 

The Boctor ſaid, in literary matters, | 
A Frencluaan goes not deep—he only /. zatters ; 


Then aſk'd, what could be hop'd for from the dogs: 1 [ 
Fellows that W 's: eternally on . 


| „F 
| In grave proc ceſſion to ON Lenoards College, 
| Well ſtuff'd with ev'ry ſort of uſeful knowledge, 
b We, feately walk' d as ſoon as ſupper ended: 
N The Landiord and the Waiter both attended: 
1 The Landlord ſkill'd a piece of greaſe to handle, 
z Before us marcli'd, and held a tallow candle: 
3 A lantern, (ſome fam'd Scotſman its creator) 
1 Wich equal grace, was carried by the Waiter: 
Next morning, from our beds, we took a leap; 
t And found le much better for our ſleep. 
, MADAME PIOZZEt- 
j In Lincolnſhire, a lady ſhow'd our fcicud, 
; A grotto, that the wird him to commend ; 
| +: Page 55. FOO * Fuge 203. 5 
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Quoth ſhe, ee How cool in gane this bee! 
«Yes, Madam, nas Johnſon) for a toad. my 


2302 Z : 8 


Between old Scalpa's rugged iſle and 1 Nagy 8 


ö ; Ln The wind was vaſtly boiſt'rous in our faces: 
wo - "Twas glorious, Johnſon's figure to ſet fight on— 9 
„ 5 High in the boat he look'd a noble Tziron! 


But lo! to damp our pleaſure, Fate cencurs, 

For Jo. the blockhead loſt his maſter? $ ſpurs : "5 
This, for the Rambler's temper, was a rubber, 
Who wonder'd Fon could be ſuch a lubber. 


—_— MADAME PIO 221.1 


1 — I aſked him, if he knock'd Tom Oſborn down t; 
24s a ſuch a tale was current through the town— _ 
ny Says I, © Do tell me, Doctor, what befell,“ 
„Why, deareſt lady, there is nought to fell; 

I ponder'd on the prop'ręſ mode to treat him— 
The dog was impudent, and ſo I beat him! 
Tom, like a fool, proclaim'd his fancied wrongs ; 5 

Others that I belabour'd, held their tongues.“ 


® Page 185. 
1 Bookſeller. 


I Page 232. 
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Did any one that he was Happy, er 
Johnſon would tell him plumply, *twas a lie: 

A Lap“ told him ſhe was really ſo; 

On which, he ſternly anſwer'd, Madam, no? 
Sickly you are, and ugly—fooliſh, poor; 

And therefore can't be happy, I am ſure. 
would make a fellow hang himſelf whoſe ear, 
Were, from Such TGA; forc'd ſuch ſtuff to hear, 


* O 2 2 V. 


Lo! dw we landed on the Ie of Mull, 


The meagrims got into the Doctor's ſcull: 
With ſuch bad humours, he began to fill, 


I theught he would not go to Icolmkill: 
But lo! thoſe meagrims (wonderful to utter 0 
Were baniſh'd all by tea and bread me butter! _ 


MADAME PIOZZ1. + 


Tue Doctor had a caT and chriſt's ned 3 
That at his houſe in Fleet - ſtreet us'd to lodge 


* This Hodge grew old, and ſick, and us'd to wiſh 


That all his dinners were compos'd of f/h. 
. Yo pleaſe poor Hodge, the Doctor all fo kind, 
Went out and bought him oyſters to his mind. 


= Page 285. | + Page 386. 
1 Page 257. f 5 
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This every day he did—nor aſk'd black Fram, * N 
Who decm'd himſelf of much too high a rank, 
With vulgar Hb. fags, to be forc'd to chat, 

And purchaſe oyſters, for a mangy ear. 


SIR JOUN, 
8 For God's ſake ſtay each anecdotic ſcrap: 
Let me draw breath, and take a trifling nap : 


With one half hour's refreſhing lumber, bleſt, 
And Heav'n's aſbſtance, 1 _y hear the reſt. - 


Al. 8 Wha have I done, inform me, gracious 

VV 55 
That thus my e cars, with nonſenſe, ſhould be bor _ * 
Oh! if I do not in the trial die, 

The Dev'l and all his brimſtone I defy : 

No puniſhment in other worlds, I fear : 

My crimes will all be expatiated pert... 

Ah! ten times happier was my lot of yore, 
When rais'd to conſequence, that all adore ; 

I fat, each ſeſſion, king-like in the chair; 
Aw'd ev ry rank, and made the million ſtare: 
Lord Paramount o'er ev'ry juſtice, riding: 

In cauſes, with a Turkiſh ſway, deciding ! 

Yes! like a noble BasHaw of three tails, 

I ſpread a fear and trembling through the jails 5 


Dr. Johnſon's ſervant. 


Bleſt 
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Bleſt, have I brow-beaten each thief, and ſtrumpet, 
And blaſted on them, like the /a/# day's trumpet. 
I know no paltry weakneſs of the foul— - 
No ſniv'ling pity dares my deeds controul— 
Aſham'd, the weakneſs of my Kine, I hear; 
Who childiſh, drops on ev'ry death, *a tear. 

Return, f return again, thou glorious hour, 

That to my graſp, once gav'ſt my idol, yow' ; 
When at my feet, the humbled knaves would fall 5 
The thund'r ring Jupiter of Hicks's Hall. : 


The knight, thus finiſhing bis peech fo fair ; 


Sleep pull'd him gently backwards, in his chair: 


Op'd wide the mouth, that oft on jail-birds, Fwore, 
Then rais'd his naſal organ to a roar, 
That actually ſurpaſs'd i in tone, and grace, 

The grumbled ditties of his fav'rite baſe J. 


* Such is the report Og his MajesTy, when he ſigns 


-How unlike the GREAT Fart. 


| the warrants for execution : 
RICK of Pruſſia, who delights i in a hanging! 


F Sir John wiſhes i in 1 vain—His hour of inſolence returus no 
more. | ; 


+ The violencello, on which the Knight is a performer, | 
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And wildly ſtaring, ſeem'd a man of Toes. | 1, 26 
Wake, Hawkins, (growl'd the Doctor, with a frown) _ ; - ol 
And knock that fellow, and that woman downn—  _ _ | 
Bid them with Johxsox' 8 Life, proceed no kor- |  -, 1 


5 Enough already they have dealt in murther: 


2 mt PIOZ21 
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CLOWN ECLOGUES. 
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o from his fleep, the Kxienr, aſtrigites 
Drone. 

Whilſt on his ear, the words of Johnſon rung: 

For lo! in dreams, the ſurly RAMBLER roſe, 


ther — 
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Say, to their tales, chat little truth belongs 
If fame, they mean me bid them hold their longus 


In CEN at glory, odge Boſwell ſnaps 
His mind, a paper-kite—compos'd of ſcraps ; 


Juſt o*er the tops of chimneys form'd to fly : 


Not with a wing ſublime, to mount the 5 


Say to the dog, his head's a downright drum. 
Unequal to the Hiſt'ry of Tom Thumb: 
Nay—tell, of anecdote, that thirſty leach, 

He is not equal to a  Tyburts Speech. — 


For that Piozz? 8 wife, let me exhort her 


To draw her immortality from porter: 

Give up her anecdetical inditing, 

And ſtudy houſewifery inſtead of writing: 
Bid her, a poor biography fuſpend ; 

Not crucify, through vanity, a friend. 

I know no buſineſs women have with learning 
I ſcorn, I hate, the mole- eyed half diſcerning : 


Their wit, but ſerves a huſband's heart to rack; 
And make eternal horſewhips for his back. 


Ten Peter Pindar, Thould vou chance to meet 
bim, 


1 like his s geniue—ſhould be glad to greet him— 


* -Contale for the unfortunate brave of Newgate, ** Gifſe 
rent hiſtorians. 


Yet 


** 
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Yet let him know, crown'd heads are ſacred _ 


And bid him rev'rence more the be/t of Kings, 


Still on his pegaſus continue jogging, : 
And give that ne back another Hogging. 


Such, was the dream that wak'd the lleepy Knight ; 
And op'd again his eyes upon the light:? 


Who mindleſs of old Johnſon and his frown, 


And ſtern commands to knock the couple down; 


Reſoly'd to keep the praca—and | in a tone 
Not much unlike a maſtiff o'er a bone; J 


He grumbled, that enabled by the nap, 


He now could meet more biographic ſcraps: : 


Then nodding with a magi/tratial air, 
To further anecdote, he call'd the fair, 


® This is a /irange and almoſt incredible ſpeech from Pobnſon's | 
mouth, as not many years ago, when the age of a certain great 


perſonage became the fubje& of debate, the Doctor broke in 


upon the converſation with the following queſtion, © Of what 


importance to the preſent company, is his age *—Of what im- 


portance would it have been to the world if he had never exiſt- 
ed?” If we may judge likewiſe from the following ſpeech, he 
deemed the preſent poſſeſſor of a certain throne as much a uſurper 


as King William, whom, according to Mr. Boſwels account, 


he beſcoundrelt. The ſtory is this—an acquaintance of Johnfor. ö 
| aſked him if he could not ng. He replied, © I know _ one 
2009 and that is, The Kind ſuall enjoy his ow? _ oO” 
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MADAME PIOZZI1. * 


Dear Doctor Yohnſon lov'd a leg of pork; 
And hearty on it, would his grinders work : 
He lik'd to eat it ſo much over-done, _ 
That one might ſhake the fleſh from off the bone. 
A veal-pye too with ſugar, cramm'd, and plums, 
Was wond”rous grateful to the Doctor's gums. 
Though us'd, from morn to night, on fruit, to Auf, 


— vow'd his belly never had . 


B 0 2 2 7. 1 


One Thurſday morn, did Doctor e wake, 
And call out Lanky, Lanky,” by miſtake— 
But recollecting— Bozzy, Bozzy,” cried— 
For in contractions, Johnſon took a pride! 


MADAME PIOZZIj 


| Whene' er our friend would read in bed, by night, 
Poor Mr. Thrale and I were in a fright ; 

For blinking on his book too near the flame, 

Lo! to the fore- top of his wig, it came; 
Burnt all his hairs away, both great and ſmall, 
Down to the very net-work, nam'd the caul, 
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At Corrachatachin' * in Hog giſin ſunk, 
1 got with punch, alas! confounded drunk ; 
Much was I vex'd, that I could not be quiet, 
But like a ſtupid blockhead, bred a riot. 
| I ſcarcely knew how *twas I reed to bed _ 
Next morn, I wak'd with dreadful pains of head : 
And terrors too, that of my peace, did rob me— 
For much I fear'd, the MoRALis T would mob be. 
But as J lay along, a heavy log, 
The Doc rox ent'ring, call'd me drunken * 
Then up roſe I, with apoſtolic air, 
And read in dame M*Kinnon's book of pray'r; 
In hopes for ſuch a fin, to be forgiv n— 
And make if poſeble my peace with heav'n. 
»Twas range, that in zhat volume of divinity | 
I op'd the Twentieth As after Trinity, 
And read theſe words :- : Pray be not drunk with 
wine, | 
Since drunkenneſs doth make a man a ſwine.” 
Alas!” ſays I, © the ſinner that I am!“ 
And having made my ſpeech, I took a dran. 


1 Page 317. 


MADAME 


- __—_ 1 = _ 
re —_— 2 
hk 2 - þ * —_ "> 2.0 * 1 e 


” 


1 


os 


f ee * N — - 


: 
"+4 


fe 
A ] 


E 


MADAME PIOZZIL*® 


One day, with ſpirits low, and ſorrow fill'd, 


1 told him I had got a coujen killed; 
My dear, Wend he, for heav'n's fake hold your cant-. 


* 
Mere all your couſins tld, they'd not be wanting ; 


: Though Death on each of them ſhould ſet his mark ; 
Though ev'ry one were ſpitted like a lark — 
| Roaſted, and giv'n that dog there, for a meal ; 
The 1% of them the world would never feel 
Truſt me, dear madam, all your dear relations, 
8 Are nits—arc nothings | in the Foe of NATIONS: 


A y tots dhy—4 1 ts believe, 


A good acquaintance that I have, will grieve 


To hear her FRIEND hath loſt a large eftate,” 


* Yeu” (anſwer'd he) © lament as much, her fate, 
As did your horſe, (I freely will allow) 


To hear of the miſcarriage of your cow.“ 


B O 2 2 V. 
At Enoch, at M Queen's, we went to bed; 
A coloured handkerchief wrap d nn, s head: 
ige 683 3 reg 89. 
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He ſaid, « God bleſs us both—good night? „and 


then, 


like a pariſh clerk, pronounc'd, Amen 


My good companion fon by ſleep was ſeiz' d— 
But I, by lice and fleas was ſadly teaz'd: 


Methought, a ſpider with terrific claws, 
Was ſtriding from the wainſcot, to my jaws : : 
But ſlumber ſoon did ev ry ſenſe entrap; 
And fo I ſunk into the frveete/t nap. 


MADAME PIOZZI.* 


Trav'ling in Wales, at dinner-time we got on, 


Where at Leweny, lives Sir Robert Cotton. 
At table, our great moraliſt, to pleaſe— 


Says I, © Dear Doctor, arn't thoſe charming peas? e 


| Quoth he, to contradict, and run his ge... 
Madam, they Pony might pleaſe a P16.” 


B * 


Or i wel the Doctor knew the art, 
And with his Fhreſbing wiſdom, made us ſtart. 
Deſcrib'd the greateſt ſecrets of the Mint 


And made folks fancy that he had been in't. 
Of hops and malt, 'tis wond'rous what he knew; 


And well as any BREWER, he could brew. 
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MADAME PIO ZZ ZI. 


In ghofts the Doctor ſtrongly did believe; 
And pinn'd his faith on many a lyar's ſleeve: 


He ſaid to Doctor Lawrence, ſure I am, 
I heard my poor dear mother call out © Sam.” 
m ſure (faid he) that I can truſt my ears: 
And yet my mother had been dead for years.” 


5 O 2 2 T. 


when young, ('twas rather ſilly 1 allow) 


Much was I pleas'd to imitate a Cow. 
One time, at Drury-Lane with Doctor Blair, 
My imitations made the playhouſe fare! 
So very charming was I, in my roar; | 
That both the galleries clapp'd, and cried encore, 
Bleſt by the general plaudit, and the laugh—— 
I try'd to be a fack-aſs and a calf; 
But who, alas! in all things can be great? 


In ſhort, I met a terrible defeat: 


80 vile I bray'd, and bellow'd, I was hiſs'd— 


Yet all who knew me, wwonder'd that I miſ5'd. 


Blair whiſper'd me, © You've loſt your credit, now. 
Stick, Boſwell, for the future, to your 2 
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MADAME PIO ZZ T- 


For me, in Latin, Doctor Johnſon wrote 


Two lines upon Sir Joſeph Banks's goat, 
A goat! that round the world, ſo curious, went— 
A goat! that now eats graſs, that grows in Kent! 


B OZ E N 


To Lord Monboddo a few lines I wrote, 


4 Thus far, my Lord, from Edinburgh » my y home, 
With Mr. Samuel Johnſon I am come 
This night, by us, mult certainly be ſeen, 

The very handſome town of Aberdeen. : 
For thoughts of Johnſon you'll be not applied to 
I know your Lordſhip likes him 1% than I do. 

So near we are—to part, I can't tell how, 
Without ſo much as making you a Bow : 
Beſides the Rambler ſays, © to ſee Monbodd, 
He'd wander tuo whole miles out of the road.” 


Which ſhows that HE admires (whoever rails) 
The pen which proves that men are born with falle: 
Hoping that as to health your Lordſhip does well, 

| I am your ſervant at command, 


JAMES BOSWELL” 


* Page 70. Ys 54 Page 3250 
N P p 2 MADAME 


— 
* — 8 


3 


—_ 
= = Yu 


=>" IE; 
2 
"a. 


* W WA ot of 
. B14 = 
25-4 F< L 
— us OREN 
— WW erat 
N * . 
” 


: — 


8 ; % 


— — * 
a rr 8 I. - 
: ; g 2 F 
3 8 : - 7 
5 
. 


— 5 Ss o 2 . —_ 
_ Pre — ] \ CO ION: LM. | —_— 
Zo > . _— _ 12 — = FREE. = £ -— I'M 9 
= 2 . Lo 2 _ Z IE 1 POE AE» 4%S l 3 q . _ T 3 9 | 
R — 2 — 3 2 hor OT ONT — SR. > - 3 
. —_— a =o ö —_— 3 ape, 5 A 
— UG 0 ; 4 * OI LAID, 2 Wy bh | . n 4 | ” £ TP 4+ A 
— ̃ —_ — n 4 __— > wo 08 2, p .F * * — A. ; e — _ TY r * 
— —— — — — 1 W e W - . wt _— ** © TY EH 3 
0 * 3 r , : ts So I N 1 p — 1 8 — 3 * 4 2 
x : 5 A ES, + 54 * ** -\ * 4 2 - - K — : — 2 
1 ” ; * 3 : — A . 
— — Y A : a 
N } 9 5 . Is * bt, K & + . : 1 . — 
. N 1 N £ s . n 8 8 
: l - » p I 4 R . . 2 f "i 
- 1 . wi - . ö : n "2 H 
* 2 
# l 
4 5 
þ, 4 po 
. 5 * — 
0 . ; 
# : a 
1 
* 
0 : 
* *% - 
- ! — > 
. 
2 i 


—_ A mr je —_— 
r 
——— — 


= 
97 — 1 mw 
PITTS * 
. 2 1 
L 3 85 
P — 


Fe 1 1 Ag > 
- we ES” FIT os 12 
: * . * „ 
0 3 > o 


14 92 J 
MADAME p10 221 


On Mr. Thrale's old HUNTER Johnſon rode— 
Who with prodigious ſpeed the beaſt beſtrode 


And as on Brighten Downs, he daſb'd away, 
Much was he pleas'd to hear a ſportſman fay, 


That at a chace he was as tight a hand 


As Cer an ill bred /ubber in the land. 


vB OZ 2 . 


One morning Johnſon, on the Me of Mull 
Was of his politics exceſſive full. 


Quoth he, © that Pultney Was 2 rue. tis plain— 

Beſides, the fellow was a Whig in grain.” 

Then to his Principles he geve a banging, 

And ſwore no wWhid was ever worth A hanging. 
& »Tis wonderful (lays he) and makes one ſtare 

70 think the LIVE RX choſe John Wilkes, Lord 


Mayor: 


A dog, of whom the world would nurſe no hopes— . 


Prompt to debauch their girls, and rob their ſhops.” 


MADANE PIOZ21 


Sir, I believe that anecdote a lie * 


But grant that Johnſon faid it—by the by, 
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As Wilkes unhappily your friendſhip mar- 
The dirty anecdote might well be ſpar' d. 
0 E A f 
Madam, I ſtick to truth as much as vou, 
And dammee if the ſtory be not true. 
What you have ſaid of Johnſon and the larks, 
As much, the rambler, for a ſavage, marks. 
AI was ſcandalous, ev'n Candour muſt allow, 
To give the hiſt'ry of the borſe and cow. 
What but an enemy, to Johnſon's fame 
' Dar'd, his vile prank at Litchfield Playhouſe, name? 
Where, without ceremony, he thought fit 
| To fling the man and chair into the pit? 


Who would have regiſter'd a ſpeech ſo odd, 
On the dead e 5 and Doctor Dodd 2 


Sam Joknſon! 8 3 knowledge: and his thatch- SS TT 
"oſs ; let | 
= May be your own inimitable hatching, — 
Ws Pray, of his wiſdom can' t you tell more SITES 
5 1 Could not he make a ſhirt, and cobble ſhoes* : 


-» Piozzi's Anecdotes, page 51, edition: 
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Knit ſtockings, or ingenious, take up 1 
Draw teeth, dreſs wigs, or make a pair of breec hes! 
You prate too of his knowledge of the Mint, 
As if the Rambler really had been in't— : 
Who knows, but you will tell us, (truth forfaking) 5 
That each bad ſpilling is of Johnſon's making. 5 
His, each vile fixpence that the world hath cheated— 
And his the art, that ev'ry guinea fweated. 


Abour his brewing knowledge you will prate too; 1 
Who ſcarcely knew a hop from a poiatoe. 


And tho! of beer he joy'd in hearty ſwigs 15 
I d pit againſt his taſte my huſband's pig. 1 
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How could your folly tell, ſo wid of truth, 
? That miſerable ſtory of the youth | 
Who in your book, of Doctor Johnſon, begs 5 
Moſt ſeriouſly, to know if cats /aid eggs? = T 


MADAME PIOZZIL 


£ Whe, told of Mai. Montague, the lie— 
80 palpable a falliood——Bozzy, wr » 


1 


Who, cies EY an anccdotic ach. - 
Deciar'd that Johuſon call'd his mother b-tch? 
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' Who, from M*Donald's s rage, to fave hts ſnout, 
Cut twenty lines of defamation out ? 


Who, would have ſaid a word about Sam? 8 wig; ; 
Or told the ſtory of the peas and pig? 
Who would have told a tale fo very flat, 
” Of Frank the black ; ang Hodge the mangy cat? 


MADAME T1022 TU 


Ecod! you” re grown at once confounded tender— 
Of Doctor Johnſon's fame, a fierce defender. 
l'm ſure you've mention'd many a pretty 1 211. 
Not much redounding to the Doctor's glory. 

Now, for a ſaint upon us you would palm him 
PFirſt murther 1 poor: man, and then embalm him! 
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And truly, Madam, Joknſon cannot 2 
By your acquaintance, he hath rather, laßt. 
. is character ſo ſhockingly you handle— 

'Y You! ve ſunk your comet to a farthing « candle. 


Tour 55 
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Your vanities contriv?d the ſage, to hitch in * 
And brib'd him with the run of all your kitchen: 
Yet nought, he better d by his elevation 
Though, beef, he won—he loſt his ba 


MADAME PIOZZI. 


One quarter of your book, had Johnſon read x 
Fiſt-· Criticiſm had rattled round your head. 

Vet let my ſatire not 700 far purſue— 

It boaſts ſome merit, give the Dev'l his due. 
Where grocers and where paſtry-cooks reſide, 
Thy book with triumph, may n e pride: 
Preach to the patty-pans, ſententious ſtuf. -- 
And hug that idol of the noſe, call'd | ſnuff; 
With all its ſtories, cloves and ginger, pleaſe, 
And pour its wonders to a pound of cheeſe / 


B 0 Z 2 | b ; 


Madam, your irony is wondrous fine! 
Senſe i in each thought, and wit in ev'ry line. 
Vet Madam, when the leaves of 1 my poor book, 
Viſit the grocer, or the paſtry-cook, 
Yours, to enjoy of Fame the ju/ reward, 

May aid the trunk-maker of Paul's Church- Tard. 
In the ſame Alchouſes, together us'd, 
By By the ſame fingers, they may be 4 amus 'd: 
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The greaſy ſuuffers, yours, perchance, may wipe, 
And mine, high honour'd, light a foper's pipe. 
The praiſe of Courtney, * my book's fame ſecures; 
Now, who TRE ! devil, Madam. praiſes youre? 


MADAME PLOZZI. 


Thouſands, you blockhead——no one now can 


doubt it, 


For not a ſoul in London is without it. 
The folks were ready, Cadell to devour, 
| Who ſold the firſt edition in an hour: 


Is So ! — Courtney's 7 ſave you, — ah! — that 


ſquire 


Deals, let 1 me tell you, more i in ſmoke than fire, 


1 1 1 1. 


Zounds! he has prais'd m me in the face line— 


* The lively RATTLE of the Houſe of commons indeed its 


| Momvs; who ſeems to have been ſelected by his conſtituents, 

more for the purpoſes of /aughing at the misfortunes of his 
country, than healing the wounds. He i is the Author of a poem 
lately publiſhed, - that endeavours totis viribus to prove that 7 


Door Johnſon was 2 brute as vel as a a moral; fe? 
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| Be not concluded, 


As well might elephants preſide at court, 
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Ay! ay! the verſe and ſubject, equal ſhine, | 
Few are the mouths that Courtney? s wit, rehearſe— | 


Mere cork | in politics, and bead in verſe. 


. 1 


Well Maa' m! ſince all that Johnſon ſaid or wrote, : 


- ou hold fo fſacred—how have you forgot 


To grant the wonder-hunting world, a reading, 


Of Sam's Epiſtle, juſt before your wedding; 
e thus, * ſtrains not form'd to flatter) | 


c Mapa, | 


4 that moſt ig nominious matter, 


8 ſhall 1 fay ? ? 


'No—your kind ſel” may give it us, one day— 
And juſtify your paſſion for the youth ; 
With all the charms of eloquence and eruth. 


MADAME 710227 


What was my marriage, Sir, to you or bim? 
He tell me what to do Ga pretty whim ! 
He, to propriety, (the beaſt!) exhori! 


Lord! 
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Lord! let the world, to damn my match, agree 
Tell me, James Boſwell, what's that world to me? 

The folks who paid reſpect to Mrs. 7 'brale ; 

Fed on her pork, poor ſouls! and ſwill'd her ale, 

May / fe cken at Piozzi, nine in ten 
Turn up the noe of ſcorn good God! what then? 
For me—the Dev'l may fetch their ſouls ſo great— 
| They keep their company, and 1 my mcat. 


When 1e poor owls ſhall beat their cage, a fail— 


J, unconfin'd, ſhall ſpread my peacock-tail: | 0 
Free as the birds of air, enjoy my eaſe; 
Chuſe my own food, and fee what climes I Pleaſe. 

I. fſufer only—if I'm in the wrong 


So, now, FR. "oe Puppy, hold your tongue. 


SIR 110 1 N. 


For ſhame! for ſhame! for Heaven' $ fake, Pray: 
be quiet— _ 


Not Billingſonte kids fuk: a riot. 

Behold, for Scaxpal, you have made a feaſt, 

And turn'd your idol, Johnſon, to a beaſt . . 
Lis plain that zales of ghoſts, are arrant lier, 5 


Or inſtantaneouſly, would Johnſon's riſe: 


Make you both eat your paragraphs ſo evil— 
And for your treatment of him, play the devil. 
Juſt like #00 Meohawks on the man you 121 


No murd' rer, is worſe ſerv'd at Surgeon's Hall. 
A Inſtead 
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Inſtead of adding ſplendor to his name, 


| Your books are downright gibbets to his fame, 
Of thoſe, your anecdotes—may I be crit 
If I can tell you, which of them, is ry. 

You never, with poſterity can thrive— 

"Tis by the Rambler's death alone, you live- - 
Like wrens, (that in ſome volume, I have read) 
Hatch'd by ſtrange fortune, in a horſe's bead. 
Poor Sam was rather fainting in his glory— 

But lo! his fame, lies foully dead before ye. 

Thus, to ſome dying man, (a frequent caſe). 
Two Doctors come, and give the coup de grace. 
Zounds! Madam, mind the duties of a wife, 

And dream no more of Doctor Johnſon's life, | 
A happy knowledge in a pye or pudding, 

; Will more delight your friends, than all your 


ſtudying. 


55 One cut from ven 'fon, to the beart can ſpeak 


Stronger than ten quotations from the Greek: 


One fair Sir Loin poflefles more ſublime. 
Than all the airy caſtles built by rhime. 
One nipperkin of ſtingo, with a toaſt, 
| Beats all the ſtreams the Muſe's FounT can boaſt; 


Yes! in one pint of porter, lo! my belly can 


Find blifles, not in all the floods of Helicon. 


Enough thoſe anecdotes your pow re have ſhown : 1 


 Saw's Life, dear Ma'am, will only damn your own. 


For 


E 
For thee, James Boſwell, may the hand of fate 
Arreſt thy gooſe-quill, and confine thy prate : 
Thy egotiſms, the world, diſguſted hears— 
Then load with vanities, no more our ears, 
Like ſome lone Puppy yelping all night long ; 
That tires the very echoes with his tongue. 2 
Yet ſhould it lie beyond the pow'rs of fate, 
To ſtop thy pen, and ſtill thy darling prate; 
Oh! be in ſolitude to live thy luck: 
A chattering nas on the He ER M uch. 


Thus poke the Judge, then wok from the chair, . 


He left, in conſternation loſt, the pair: 
Black Frank, he ſought, on anecdote to cram, 
And vomit firſt, + a Life of ſurly Sam. 
Shock'd at the little manners of the Knight, 
I be rivals marv'ling mark d his ſudden flight ; 
- Then to their pens, and paper, ruſh'd the twain 
To kill the mangled Rambler, ver again, | 


» Doctor Johnſon s Negro ſervant. 
+ The Knight's volume is reported to be in great forward · | 
neſs, and likely to diſtance his formidable competitors. | 


be Quotations from Boſwell, are made from the Second = 
Edition of his Journal. — Thoſe from Mrs. Piozzi from \ the 
Firſt Edition of her Anecdotes, 
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Inſtead of adding ſplendor to his name, 
Your books are downright gibbet to his fame, 
Of thoſe, your anecdotes—may I be ci. 
If 1 can tell you, which of them, is worſt. 
You never, with pgſterity can thrive— 


»Tis by the Rambler's death alone, you live 


Like wzens, (that in ſome volume, I have read) 
Hatch'd by ſtrange fortune, in a hor/e's head. 
Poor Sam was rather fainting in his glory— * 

But lo! his fame, lies foully dead before ye. 
Thus, to ſome dying man, (a frequent caſe) 

| Two Doctors come, and give the coup de grace. 

Zounds! Madam, mind the duties of a wife, 
And dream no more of Doctor Johnſon's /; ife. 
1A happy knowled ge in a pye or pudding, 
Will more delight your friends, : than all your 


ſtudying. 


One cut from ven ſon, to the heart can ſpeak 

Stronger than ten quotations from the Greek: 
One fair Sir Loin poſſeſſes more ſublime 
Than all the airy caſtles built by rhime. 
One nipperkin of ſtingo, with a toaſt, 
Beats all the ſtreams the Muſe's FounT can boaſt, 
Yes! in one pint of porter, lo! my belly can 

Find bliſſes, not in all the floods of Helicon. 
Enough thoſe anecdotes your pow'rs have ſhown : 

| Sau IJ Life, dear Ma' am, will only damn Jour own. 


For 


_ 
8619-0 
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For thee, James Boſwell, may the hand of fate 


Arreſt thy gooſe-quill, and confine thy prate: 
Thy egotiſms, the world, diſguſted hears— 
Then load with vanities, no more our ears, 
Like ſome lone Puppy yelping all night long 
That tires the very echoes with his tongue. 


pet ſhould it lie beyond the pow'rs of ate, 


To ſtop thy pen, and ſtill thy darling prate; 


Oh! be in ſolitude to live thy luck: 
A e magpic NG Iſle of M uk. 


Thus poke the Judge, then leaping from the cir, 


He left, in conſternation loſt, the pair: 
Black Frank, “ he ſought, on anecdote to cram, 
And vomit firſt, + a Life of ſurly am. 
Shock'd at the little manners of the Knight, 
The rivals marv'ling mark'd his ſudden flight; 

74 Then to their pens, and paper, r ruſh*d the twain 
To kill the mangled Ranbler, o'er Sein. 


» Doctor johnſon- s Negro kent. 
+ The Knight's volume is reported to bein great forward - 


neſs, and likely to diſtance his formidable competitors. 


* * The Quotations from Boſwell, are made Gm the Second 


"Edition of his Journal. —— Thoſe from Mrs. Piozz1 from the i 
Firſt Edition of her Anecdotes, | 
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Bo 78 + Cungue rapit Tempeſtar, 4 Hoſßer. 


 Honacs: 7 


| Juſt as the Maggot bites, I take my way = 
To Painters now my court reſpectful pay 3 
Now (ever welcome!), on the Muſe's Wings, 
Drop in at Windſor, on the beſt of Kix6s; 
Now, at St. Zames's, about Haxver prate, 
Hear Don tec Lords and * and ſmile at State. 


Sn... 


—— r ee — — — — —— 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


: READER, : 
7 THINK it  neceffary to inform thee, if 

\ thou haſt not read Mr. WarTon' $ Ode, that I 
mean not to ſay that he hath, totidem verbis, ſung | 
what I have aſſerted of him: 1 therefore beg that 


my Ode may be conſidered as an Amplification of 
the i ingenious LAUREAT' 8 Idea, 
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PROOEMIU M. 


N ow, Reader, that the Laureat 8 Poſt 
ſublime 

Is deſtin'd to record, in handfbtne Rhime 

The Deeds of Monarchs, twice a year: 

If great—how happy is the tuneful Tongue! 

If pitiful—(as Shakeſpeare ſays) the Song, 
Muſt ſuckle Fools and chronicle Small Beer.” 


But Bards muſt take the phil with the down : 

Kings cannot always Oracles be hatching : 

Maggots are oft the Tenants of a Crown— 5 

Therefore, like thoſe in Cheeſe, not worth the 
catching. 


O gentle Reader! if by God's good Grace, 
Or (what's more ſought) good Intereſt at Court, 
Thou gett'ſt, of Lyric Trumpeter, the Place, 
And hundreds are, like Gudgeons, gaping for't; 
Hear! (at a Palace if thou mean'ſt to thrive) 
And of A ſtaunch old Coachman learn to drive. | 


„ 5 
R r 2 Whene er 


＋ 
Whene'er employ'd to celebrate a King, 
Let Fancy lead thy Muſe her loftieſt wing 
Stun with thy Minſtrelſy the frighten'd Sphere; 4 
Bid thy Voice thunder like a hundred Batteries; { 
For common Sound eee common Flatte- - 
ries, 


Are 8 whiſp'r ring in the Royal ar. 


e like, on Praiſe each Monarch crams: 1 
Hlot Spices ſuit alone their pamper'd Nature: 
Alas! the Stomach, parch'd by burning Drams, 
With mad- dog Terror ſtarts at dane Water. 


Fierce is each royal Maniac for Applauſe ; . 
And as a Horſe-pond wide, are Monarchs Maws 
5 F orm'd therefore on a pretty ample ſcale : 55 

Io found the decent Panegyric Note, 

To pour the ade Flatt'ries down their throat, 
Were offering Shrimps for dinner to a Whale. = 


And ln, whene? er: thou ſtrik'ſt the Lyre to 


Eings, 
To touch to Abigails of Courts, the Strings ; | 
Give the Queen” s Toad- eater a handſome Sop, 5 6 
And ſwear the always has more Grace 1 
Than even to fell the neaneſt Pace 


Swear too, the Woman Rage: no leah ; 
ZSells 
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sells not, like Jews in Paul's Church- Yard their 
EO Ware, 

Who on each Paſſenger for Cuſlves ſtare ; 1 

And, in the happy Tones of Traffic, cry,  _ 
« Sher! vat you buy, Sher? Madam! vat you buy?" 


"Thus, Reader, ends the Prologue to my Ode 
Ihe true-bred Courtiers wonder whilſt I preach — 
And, with grave Vizards, and ſtretch'd eyes to God, 5 
Pronounce my Sermon a moſt impious Speech. 
| With all my Spirit—let them damn my Lays— 
A Courtier's Curſes are exalted Praiſe. _ 


Dr 


HE AR a furtied Moraliſt . 

bie, Peter, Peter ! fie for ſhame! 
Such Counſel diſagrees with my Digeſtion.” 

| Well! well then, my: old 1 The to pleaſe 


| thee, 
For much I'm willing of thy Qualms to caſe thee, 


PI nobly take the other fide the 8 8 755 


Par 


L 0 41 
Fer 2 remple: * 


Falk Praiſe is ſterling Gold—all ſhould defire it— 
Flatt'ry, baſe Coin—a Cheat upon the Nation: # 
And yet our Vanity doth much admire it, 
And really 8 it all its Circulation. 


* 5 Flatt'ry's a Oy lafinusting Screw— 
. Ihe World—a Bottle of Tokay ſo fine 
Ihe Engine always can its Cork ſubdue, 
And make —_y Pris'ner Ne the Wines 


f Flat ry's 's an hey Wing cond an Oak— ? 
This Oak is often honeſt blunt John Bull— ; 
5 Which Ivy would its great Supporter choak, OE 
Whilſt John (fo thick the Walls of bis dark 
Scull) | 
: Deems it a pretty Ornament, nnd W 
Till Maſter ** creeps , into Joker $ Guts; ; 


And gives poor thoughtleſs John a ſet of tele: = 
Then, like an Organ, opening all his Pipes, 
- John roars; and, when to a Conſumption drain'd, 
Finds out the Knave, his Volly entertain*d. 5 


Praiſe | is a modeſt unaſſuming Maid, 
As ſimply as a Quaker-Beauty dreſt : 
No Oſtentation hers—no vain Parade: 
Sweet Nymph : . and of the feweſt Words poſſeſt; 


I's 


4. git. j- 
Yet, heard with rev'rence when ſhe ſilence breaks, 
| She dignifies the Man to whom the — 


J a pert F rench Millener—a Jade 
Cover'd with rouge, and flauntingly array'd— 
Makes ſaucy Love to ev'ry Man ſhe meets, 
And offers ev'n her Favours i in the Streets. 


And yet, inſtead of meeting public Hiſſes 
Divines ſo grave Philoſophers can bear her; 


What! s ſtranger till with childiſh Rayrare hear | 


Oe — 
Nay, court the TIE Harlor 8 very K en. 


ODE 


rr 


1CH as + Dutch Cargoes from the fragrant Eaſt, 


. Or Cuſtard-Pudding at a City Feaſt, 
Tom's Incenſe greets his Sovereign's hungry Noſe: 
For, bating Birth-day Torrents from Parnaſſus, 
And New. year's ſpring-tide of divine Molaſſes, 
Fame in a ſcanty Rill to Windſor flows! — 


Poets (quoth tuneful Tom), in ancient times, 
Delighted all the Country with their Rhymes; — 
Sung Knight and Barbed Steeds with Valour big := — 


Knights who encounter'd Witches——murder' Rl : 


Wizards, 


Flogg'd Pagans till they crumbl'di in their gizzards : 


Rogues! with no more Religion than a Pig : 


—Knights who llumin d undelieving Souls 


79 5 — brough pretty little well-form'd Eyelet- holes, 


By pious Pikes, and godly Lances made 
Tools! that work'd Wonders! in the holy 'T rade: 35 


88 with 
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With Battle-Axes fit to knock down Bulls, 
And therefore qualified (I wot) full well, 
With force, the Sacred Oracles to tell 

Unto the thickeſt unbelieving Skulls: 3 


Knights, who, ſo ſamous at the Game of Tourney | 
Took boldly to the Holy Land a Journey, 
To plant, with Swords, in Hearts, the Goſpel. Seeds; ; 
Juſt as we hole for Cucumbers, Hot-Beds, 
Or pierce the Boſom of the ſullen Earth, 

To give to Radiſhes or onions Birth: 


3 who, when tumbled on the hoſtile Field, 
And to an Enemy oblig'd to yield, 8 - 
wy Could neither Leg, nor Arm, nor r Neck, nor Nob, 
„ 
Poor Devils! who were like Alligators Wr a, 
At length by Hammers, Hatchets, Sledges, crack'd; 
Dragg'd from their Coats of eee a Lobſter. 


Great (ſays the Laureat) were the Poet's | Puſlngs 

On idle daring Red-Croſs Raggamuffins, 

Who for their Childiſhneſs deſerv'd a Birch: 
Quoth Tom, a worthier Subject now, thank God! 3 
Inſpires the lofty Dealer in the Ode, 

Than Blockhcade 8 for Old Mother Church. 

Times 


E 
Th Times (quoth our courtly Bard): are alter'd quite— 
7 The Poet ſcorns what charm'd of yore the ſight— 


Goths, Women, Vandals, Caſtles, Horſes, Mares 
The poliſh'd Poet of the preſent Day, 

Doth in his taſty Shop diſplay, _ 

Ah! vaſtly prettier colour'd Wares. 


Ehe Poet “ moulds his Harp to Manners mild,“ 
Quoth 7. om—to Monarchs, who, with Rapture wild, 
Hear their own Praiſe with Mouths of gaping Won- | 
e ee, | 
And catch each Crotchet of the Birth- * Thunder: 


5 Gretchen that both the Praiſe of common Folly— 
Though not moſt muſe cal—moſt melancholy : 
Ah! Crotchets doom'd to charm our Ears no more, 
Although by Mr. Parſons ſet 1 in  ſeore ; ; 


Drear and Sen Silence doom' d to kan, 
Where the dark Waters of Oblivion fleep— 
To ſpeak in humbler Engliſh—doom'd to reſt, 

With Court Addreſſes, in a muſty Cheſt. 


Let all the Lady Amateurs declar' d, 
They were e the charming'/t Things they ever heard : 


As | 


* 2 * 
1 


* 
” — ** 
5 : » F 9 28 J = = - PR om. 2 _-_ 3 
PPP — — bur — 
8 1 £ —_ - J FU \ 1 5 : E 


E316 J 


As for example all the Angel Gideons 
That is, my L ady, and her Davguters fair, 
With coal. black Eye. brows, and ſwcet Hebrew 
Air 
The lovely Produce of che two Lie 


Thus, in their virtues, Grey- hounds beſt ſucceed, 
When Sportſner, very wiſely croſs the Breed: 
And thus, with nobler Luſtre, flies the Fowl. 
Begot between a Game-Hen and an Owl. 


Sir Saiapfon too declar'd, with Voice divine, 

Dai ſhince he boſ tuts Chreeftion, and cat Hog, 

He nebber id hear M oofhic ha'f fho fine ; : 
NO. nebber ſhince he if de Shin geg e. ; 


His Grace of 8 too, wih Eyes though dim, 
And one deaf Far was there in Wonder drown,d 

1 Liſt'niag, in Attitude of Corp'ral Trim, 

| 1 5 He rais'd | his thin grey Curl | to catch the Sound: 


1 5 Then ſwore the Airs would never meet their matches, 
But in his own immortal Glees and Catches. 

| Yet were thoſe Crotchets all conderan'd to reſt 

In the dark boſom of a muſty Cheſt! 


Crotchets 


Wale” 1 


[ $177 


Crotchets that form's 1 into ſo ſweet an Air, 

As charm'd my Lady Mayoreſs and Lord Mayor ; 
Who thought (and really they were true Believers) | 
The Muſic els Marrow. bones and Cleavers. 


Strains! that the Reverend Biſhops had no Qualms, 
In ſaying, that they equalled David's Plalms ; 


But not ſurpaſs'd in Melody the Bell, 
That mournful ſoundeth an Archbiſhop' $ Knell; 


Strains! that Sir Joſeph Mawbey deem'd ine, 


Sweet as the Quarers of his fatteſt Swine. 


Evn great * Lord Brudenell's ſelf admic'd te 


Strain, 


In all the tuneful 1 of Pain; 
Who, winking, beat with Duck: like Nods the Time, 
And call'd the Muſic and the Words ſublime. 


Too, all the other Lords, with Plaudits ſwarming, 


Cried Bran! Bravo! charming! Bravo! charm- 
ing! : 


And Majeſty itſelf, to Muſic bred; 
Pronounc'd it, “ very, very good indeed! b 


Indulging, p'rhaps, the very nat'ral Dream, 


phat all its Charms were owing to the Theme. 


* A prodigious Amateur—without TN Lordſhip there can be 
AQ Rehearſal. | 


Not 


r. 7 
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Not but ſome ſmall degree of harmleſs Pleaſure 
Might in the Brace of R- y- ] Boſoms riſe, 
To think they heard it without Waſte of Treaſure: 


As Sixpences are lovely in their Eyes. 


A few months fines, 1 heard a forward Dame 
Thus, in a Tone of Impudence, exclaim— 
6 Good God! how Kings and Queens a ſong adore! 1 
„ With what Delight they order an encore“ - 
4 When that ſame ſong, encor'd, for nothing flows! 
6 This Madam Mara to her Sorrow knows.” 


46: To Windſor, ſeveral times, and eke to Kew, 
& The R. y-! Mandate Madam Mara drew. _ 
| «& No chearing Drop was Mara alk'd to ſip— 
No Bread was offer'd to her quiv "ring Lip. 
| „ Though faint, ſhe was not ſuffer'd to fit down— 
5 „ Heav'n help the Goodneſs Grandeur of the Cr--n : ' 
„ Now tell me, Ladies, will it be believ'd, 
How much for ſong and Chaiſe-hire ſhe receiv'd ? 
_ How much Pray, think ye Fifty Guineas— 


CC No.” 
Moſt ſurely, Forty.— cc No, no.“ Thy 3 
£6 poh ! 


Pray, Ladies, gueſs i in Reaſon—come—again” _ 
Alas! you jeer us—Twenty, at the leaſt ; 
No man could ever be ſo great a B. —ſt 

As not to give her Twenty for her Pain,— 


0 To 
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1 
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Bo, For Madam Mara's Chaiſe-hire and ſweet Note, 


6%. 
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„ Their bounteous M—--ies gave— not a groat. | 
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La! Mrs. Siddons is quite faint indeed. 


E 99 2 = 
To keep you then no longer in Suſpenſe, ; a 


Out of their wonderful Benevolence, 


Ay!“ cried a ſecond Slanderer, with a ſneer, 

I know a Story like it—You ſhall hear— 

Poor Mrs. Siddons, he was order'd out 

To wait upon their M—j—ies, to Spout— - 

To read old Shakeſpear's As you like it to em; 

And how to mind their Stops, and Commas, 
ew em. 

She read and ſpouted—almoſt loſt her Brenth— 

And, ſtanding all the time, was tir'd to Death; 

Whilſt both their M—j—ies, in Royal Style, 

At perfect Eaſe where ſitting all the while. 

Not offer'd to her was one Drop of Beer, 

Nor Wine, nor Chocolate, her Heart to chear. 

Ready to drop to earth, ſhe muſt have ſunk, 

But for a Child, that at the Hardſhip ſhrunk— = 

A little Prince, who mark'd her Situation, -# 

Thus, pitying, pour'd a tender Exclamation: | 4 


How pale! Pm ſure ſhe cannot longer read- 
She ſomewhat wants, her Spirit to repair, 
And would, I'm ſure, be happy i in a Chair.” 


cc What 
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«© What follow'd?— Why the R-y- Pair aroſe, 


“ Surly enough—one fairly may ſuppoſe ;j = 
And to a Room adjoining made retreat, "8 


„ To let her for one Minute ea, a Seat.” 
At length the Actreſs ceas'd to read and ſpout 

« Where Generofity's a crying Sin: . 
Her Curt'ſy dropp'd—was nodded to came out— 

c $o rich !—How rich?—As rich as ſhe went in.” 


0 


8 


Such are the Stories twain—Why grant the Fact, 
. inces, * like common Folks to act? 


5 Should Mara call it ceny, and blame 
Such R. y-] Conduct, I'd cry, Fie upon her! 
| To Mrs. Siddons, freely ſay the fame— _ 
Sufficient for uch People is the Honour. 5 


En L the Bard, expect no Gifts from Kings, 
Although I've ſaid of them ſuch handſome Things 
Nay, not their Eye's Attention, whoſe bright Ray 
Would, like the Sun, illumine my poor Lay, 
And, like the Sun, ſo kind to Procreation, 

| Increaſe within my Brain the Maggot Nation. 
So much for idle Tales. —- Now, Muſe, thy Strain 
Digreſlive, turn to Drawing Rooms again. 
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There too was Pitt, who ſerapꝰd and bow'd to ground, 
And whiſper'd Majeſty, 'twas vaſtly fine; 

Then wiſh'd ſuch Harmony could once be found 
Where he, each Day, was treated like a Swine 
5 By that Arch-fiend Charles Fox, and his vile Party, 

0 Villains! in nought but black Rebellion hearty; _ 
Pellows! who had the Impudence to place 

The ſacred Sceptre underneath the Mace, „ 
And twiſted Ropes, with Malice . 

To Peng « or hamper the poor Lord's An- ed. 


0 whom, a certain Sage ſo carne cried, 
„Don't mind—don't mind—the Rogues their 
„ Aim have miſs'd 
Don' t fear your Place, whilſt 1 am well fupplyd— 
« But mind the as. of Civ: | Liſt. 


C 


a) 


60 Swear that no K—— fo poor upon the Globe; ; 
; «© Compare me—yes, compare me, to poor Job. 
1 „ The Houſe will credit thee—l know the Ninnies; 
* And Wife and [are fond of Bags of Guineas. 


0 


LA) 


What? What, Pit—be? We muſt have t 'other 
6 Grant, 
What, what? Lou know that B=, my old dead 
6 Aunt, 


0 


„ 
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1 


Left not a ſixpence, Pitt, theſe Eyes to bleſs, 
* But from the Pariſh ſav'd that F=-l at . 


« But mind me —hæ, to plague her Heart when dying 
I was a Nimrod ſtill—a conſtant Hunter; 
And when in ſtate as dead's a Mack rel * 
e 1 did not care a Button for the B— 


wy And three Days hes my old Aunt was des.” 
Which ſome Folks thought prodigiouſly pr ofa, 

1 took it—yes—l took in my Head, | 
"66 To N Sir John Brute at Drury-Lane. 5 


os 


8 


e Had ſhe reſpeQed 7 me, l do aver, 
9 1 Would have ſtay'd at 0 and thought of Her.” 


Lord Rochford too, the gentle Youth was there, 
| Whole ſweet falſetto Voice is often ſported 
In Glees and Catches; ſo that all who hear 
Believe a pretty Semi vir imported. 


Yet 1 was there one who much the Day decried— 
Old Lady Mary Duncan (ſays Report). 

„ What, no dear, dear Caftrato/ here!“ ſhe ſigh'd, 
« Why then—P-x take the Voices and the Court; 
Then Lord have Mercy on my tortur'd Ears, 
00 And ſhield me from the © ſhouts of ſuch He-Bears.” 
* 9: Were, 


„ ] 


« Where, where is Pacchierotti's Heart. felt train * 
«© Where Rubinelli's fuftenuto Note? 
That tickled oft my ſighing ſoul to pain, 
% That bade my ſenſes in Elyſium float? 
% Avyaunt ! you vile black-bearded Rogues—avaunt! 
„ is ſmoother Chins, and ſweeter Tones, 7 Want. 


My Lord of Lxerex was alſo there ; 
Who, marv'ling, cock'd his time-diſcerning 1 Far 


To ftrains that did ſuch honour to a throne ;— 


There Uxbridge taught the audience how to think = 
With much ſignificant and knowing Wink, 

And ſpeeches clad in Wiſdom's critic tone 
Who look'd Muſicians through with half. ſhut Eyes; 
Moſt ſolemn, moſt chrematically wiſe ! 


Sandwich, the Glory of each jovial Meeting, 
This Fiddler, now—now that, ſo kindly greeting, 
Appear'd, and ſhrewdly pour'd his Babs and hums - 

Great in Tattoo, my Lord, and Croſs hand Roll; 
Great in the dead-march-ſtroke ſublime of Saul; ; 
He beats old * Aſhbridge on the kettle-drums. 


* A Kettle-drummer of great Celebrity, 


Tt 2 5 e 
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What Piry ! to our military Hoſt, 

That fuch a charming Drummer ſhould be loſt! 

And feel through Life his Glories overcaſt 
At that dull“ Board, where, never could he learn, 
Of Ships, the difference between Stem and Stern, 


Hen. coops and boats, the Rudder and the Maſt. 
Say — midſt the tuneful Tribe was Edmund 


Burke? 
No! Mun was cutting out ſor Haſtings, work; 
Writing to Couſin Will and Co. to league em 
Againſt that Rogue, who like a Ruſſian roſe, 
And tweak'd a Bulſe of Jewels from the Noſe 
Of Dames i in TM chrilten's Munny Begun. 


Edmund! wha formerly look'd fierce as Grimbald 
On that moſt horrid i imp Sir Thomas Rumbold, 
Vow'd, like a ſheep, to ſlea that eaſtern thief; 
Till france good fortune open'd Edmund's eyes ; 
Oh! then he heard of Innocence the eties, 
And, like Jew. converts, damn'd his old beliet. 


et, let ſome praiſe for Mun's converſion paſs 
to that grent WW onder-worker, Saint Dundas. 


Edmund! | who battled hard for Powell's life;.. 

And ſwore no Man, in Virtue, e'er went further * 
1 o prove which Oath, this Powell took a Kniſe, 

And made the World believe it, by Self Murther. 


* The Admiralty. 


Reader, 


3 
Reader ſuppoſe I give thee a ſmall Ode 
Made when vile Tippoo Saib in Triumph rode, 


And play'd the Devil on our Indian Borders, 


In Perſon, or by vile Satanic Orders: 


When Mr. Burke, ſo famous for fine Speeches, 
From Trope to Trope, a downright Rabbit, ſkipping, 
Meant, ſchool- boy like, to take down Haltings' 
Breeches, 
And give the noble Governor a Whipping? 2 


If 1 rightly, Reader, I tranſlate thy Phi, 
Thou ſmil'ſt Conſent.—1 thank thee Here it iS, 1 


But mark my Cleanlineſs ere I begin: 
* Know, I've not caught the lich of Party. fin. 
Io Pitt or Fox, I never did belong : LY 
. Truth, Truth ee help me, God of Song! 


P to a Heathen Oath thou may'ſt 8 > 

Well then—Suſpicion that I mayn't incur, 
But, like a Chriſtian ſwear—-l do not Sham— 

By all the Angels of yon lofty Sky, 

Where burning Seraphims and Cherubs crys. 
Fm of no Party —curſe me if I am! 


'By all thoſe Wonder-monger Saints and Martyrs 
Cut for the Love of God in Halves and Quarters; 


VV—fß 
By each black Soul in Purgatory frying; 
By all thoſe whiter Souls, though we can't ſee em, 
Singing their Ave-Mary and Te Deum 
On yon bright Clouds—l ſwear 1 am not lying. 


| No! free as Air the Muſe ſhall ſpread her - Wing, 
Of whom, and when, and what ſhe pleaſes, ſing, 
Though * Privy Councils, jealous of her Note, 
Preſcrib'd, ok late, a Halter for her Throat. | 


Let Folly ſpring—my Eagle, Nied, kite, 
Hawk — Satire — what you will — ſhall mark her 
„ 


Through Hut or Pulaces (tis juſt the came), 

With equal Rage, purſue the panting Game; 
And lay (by Princes, or by Pheaſant, bred) 
Low at the Owner's Feet, the Cuckow, dead. 


ODE 10 EDMUND. 


MUCH edified am 1 by Edmund Burke! 
Well. pleas'd I ſee his Patriot-Mouth at work, 
Grinding away for poor Old England's Good. 
He gives of Elocution, ſuch a Feaſt! 

He tells of ſuch vile Doings 1 in the Eaſt! 
And fights, as 'twere for his own Fleſh and Blood. 


ol This is a Piece of ſecret Hiſtory. 


 Shrof, 


( 4 
Shroff, Chout, Lack, Omra, Duſtuck, Nabob, Bunder, 
Crore, Choultry, Begum, leave his lips in Thunder. 


With matchleſs Pathos, Mun deſcribes the Gag, 
Employ'd by that vile Son of Hyder Naig, 
Nam'd Tippo.—Gags ! that Britiſh Mouths deteſt; 
Occaſion'd partly by that Man fo fad, 
That Haſtings!—oh! deſerving all that 8 bad 
That . Murd'rer, e Dog, Wild Beaſt! 


; Poor Edmund los poor Britain? $ ſetting Sun J 
Poor Edmund groans,—and Britain Is undone ! 


Reader!. thou hat, 1 do preſume, 
(God knows though) been in a ſnug Room, 
5 = Coals or Wood made comfortably warm; 
And often fancied that a Storm without 
Hath made a diabolic Rout— 
Sunk eee Trees up—done a world of Harm. 


Yes! ] thou haſt lifted up thy tearful 1 

Fancying thou heardſt of Mariners the Cries, 

And ſigh'd, © How wretched now muſt thouſands 
NS be ! | 

"0 Oh! how I pity the poor Souls at "Is wy 

When, lo! this dreadful Tempeſt, and his Roar, 

A Zephyr—in the Key-hole of the Door! 


Now 
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Now may not Edmund's ane be a ſigh 
Preſſing through Edmund's . for Loaves and 
| Fiſhes, 


On which he long hath look'd with longing Eye, | 


To fill poor Edmund's not o'er-burthen'd Diſhes? - 
Give Mun a Sop—forgot will be Complaint, 


Z Britain be ſafe, and Haſlings prove a Saint. 


I 


Now for the Drawing-Room—O Muſe ſo adding 
: Delighted | in Digreſſion to be gadding. 


8 Hampden and Forteſcue a Names!) attended = 
The Ja, in Catches, wonderfully mended. 
The lovely Lady Clarges too was there, 


To all the Graces as to Muſic born; "i 


Whoſe Note ſo ſweetly melting ſoothes the Ear! 


Soft a as the Robin” 8 to the Bluſh of Morn! 5 | 


There too che rare Viol. di. Gambo Pratt, 

Whoſe Fingers fair, the Strings ſo nicely pat, 
And Bow, that brings out ſounds unknown at t Babel; 
Though not ſo ſweet as thoſe of Mr. Abel. 


| Dear Maid ! 1 that The of the Prince of Pratt, 


Who Muſic cons, as well as Law; and ſwears 
The Girl ſhall ſcrub no Soul's but Handel's Airs, 


To whom he thinks our out Compoſers, Cats. 


1d «, 
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I ęſt, Secchini Haydn, Bach, and liek; 
And twenty more, who never had the luck 
To pleaſe the nicer ears of ſome crown'd Folk: 
Ears, that, like other People's, though they grow, 
Poor Creatures really want the ſenſe to know 
Plalm- tunes, ſo mournful, from the old black joke. 0 


That muſty Muſic-hunter too—M uf D... 1 
Much-travelPd Burney, came to hear and ſee: 
He, in his tour, who found ſuch great ꝑrotectors— 
Kings, queens, Dukes, N Margravines, 
een, 

Who alk'd the Doctor many a gracious queſtion, 
And treated him with marv'lous hoſpitality ; _ 
Gueſling he has as clever a digeſtion _ 

For meat and drink, as muſic of rare quality.— 


Not with much glee the Doctor heard pe Ole, 

But turn'd his diſappointed eyes ro God; 

And wiſh'd it his own ſetting, with a gh: 8 

For, ere to Saliſbury? $ houſe the Doctor came 

To get, as Ode- Setter, enroll'd his Name — 5 
Behold ! | behold the TAC was gone by. 


Ah! how ads that the prize was loſt! 
' Parſons, who daring daſh'd thro” thick and thin— : 
Eclipſe the ſecond got like lightning in, 

When Burney juſt had reach'd the D: Heance Poſt. 
1 1 et, 


4 4 
Yet, gentle Muſe, let candour, this allow, 
That, though his heart was mortified enow, 
The Doctor did his rival's art admire, | 
And own'd his maiden crotchets full of fire 0 


Crotchets! though ſweet alas! condemn'd to lie 
Hd, like moſt Royal Virtues, from our eye! 


Crotchets, that ſongful Mr. Parſons ties 
To Tom's big phraſe, to make ſublimer cries: 
Thrice happy union to entrance the foul! _ 
How like the notes of cats, a vocal pair, 
By boys (to catch their wild and mingled air) 
Tie tail to tail, and thrown acroſs a pole! 
But where was great Sir Watkyn all this time? 
Why heard he not the air and lofty rhyme! 
The ſleek Weth Deity, who Muſic knows— | 
The Alexander of the * Tot'n'am troops, 


Who, tortur'd by his ſtampings, nods, grunts, 


_ whoops, | 
Do wondrous execution with their bows? 


Sir Watkyn, 4 in diſmal dudgeon gone, Sh 
Far in his Cambrian + Villa fat alone : 


Sir Watkyn is a Member of the Antient Muſic Concert in 
Tottenham- Street, and much attended to both for bis art and 
lcience. | 


=» Wynneſtay, 2 
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To? Mrs, Walſingham he ſcrubb'd his baſe, 
Whilſt anger ſwell'd the volume of his face, 
No laming, like Suns of London in a Fog. 
Of Mrs. Walſingham he ſung with Ire; 
His eyes as red as Ferret's eyes, with fire; 


_ His mighty foul for vengeance all agog. 


Achilles thus, affronted to rhe Beard, 

| His fledge-like Fiſt o'er Agamemnon rear'd, 
And. down his throat would fain his words have 

als? cf 

Who, after Oaths Ka pretty decent Volly), 

And rating long the Monarch for his folly, 
Inform'd the King of Men he might be d—mn' d; 

Then to his tent majeſtic ſtrode to ftrum, 

And ſerape his ery out on tweedle-dum, ; 


« He moulds his harp (quoth Tom) to Manners 
* mild; oo 
To Kings, for babe-like Manners, F; wh tyPd, 
And grac'd with virtues that would fill a tun: 
To him the Poet humbly makes a leg, 
Who, Gooſe like, brooding o'er the fay? rite egg 
Of Genius, gives the LNG | to the ſun : | 15 


15 * That 1 derer the Knight 748 i the Lady Was a 


wonderful one—T arntene animis cle ibu, ire? 
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To Bun who ſor ſuch Eggs! is always watching, 
And never more delighted than when hatching; 
5 Which makes the number ofter'd to the Sun 

So vaſt{—why, verily as thick as Peas, 

That People may colle&, with equal Eaſe, 

A thouſand noble Inſtances, as one. : 


What Nugibers Wiſdom to his Gs hath givin: 
All hatch'd—ſome living—others gone to Heav' n: 3 
Thus in the * Pinnick's Neſt the Cuckow lays, 
Then, caly as a Frenchman, takes her flight :— 
Due Homage to the Eggs the Pinnick pays, 
And brings the little Lubbers i into | OE > 


F he Modern Poet ſings, 5 8 Tom: again, 

Of M——chs, who, with ceconomic Fury, 
Force all the tuneful world to Tot'n'am Lane, 
And lock up all the Doors of harmleſs + Drury. 


* 4 Bird ſo called in found Count ies, that attends upon the 
Wiſe Bird, and feeds him. | 


+ The Oratorios were to have been performed at Drany-have 155 
in this Year, under the Conduct of Mr. Linley and Dr. Ar- 
nold. Madam Mara was to have exhibited her amazing Powers. 
This would have been a Death · ſtroke to the Pigmy Perſormance 
in Tottenham-Court Road. How ſhould the Pigmy be ſaved?— 
: By killing the Giant :—and lo! his Death-warrant hath been 

ſigned, —By what Power of the Conſtitution? None!—Can 
the Grand Monarque do more? Sr delirant Reger, e 
Aebivie 


Say 


1 

Say, why this Curſe on Drury's harmleſs Door, 

That thus, in Anger, My ſhould lock it? 
Muſe, are the Tot'n'am- Street Subſcribers poor? 

Will Drury keep ſome Pence from Tot n' am's 
- Pocket? - 

Doth threat'ning Bankruptcy extend a Gloom 
O'er the proud Walls of Tor' n'am's n Room? . 


8 , tis Herein Huh ones 25 
Hinc illæ Lac ymæ Oh dear oh dear! 
The Song that once could charm the R—1 Senſe, 
Delights, alas! no more the Royal Fat. 
| Gods! can a Guitiea. deaden ev'ry Note, 


— — 


Ang: make the Vightingale's, 5, A Raven” $ T Trost! 


But let me cine His M —y 11 Hint, 
Freſh from my Brain's prolific Mint— 
Suppoſe we Amateurs ſhould, in a Fury, 
Juſt take it in our John- Bull Heads to fy” 
(And 10! tis very probable we we may); 
6 We will have Oratorios at Drury a 


How . he look ?—Blank—wonderfully blank? ? 
And think ſuch Speech an Inſult on his Rank. 
What could he do ?—oppoſe with Ire ſo hot? 

I think His M- 5 had better not! / 
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Kings ſhould be never in the 20 ang; 
They never are, ſome Wiſe-Acres declare.— 


Poh! ſuch a Speech may do for Birth- day Song; j 
But makes us Fate phie People Hare! 


1 know a conala . a C——n, 

Not quite a hundred Miles from Windſor Town, 
Who harbour'd of his Neighbour, horrid Notions— 
A Widow Gentlewoman—who, he ſaid, 
Popp'd from her Window ev'ry Day ber Head 
Impertipent, to watch. his Royal Motions. 


* Lern bot us gire an Toftance of - wrong ' Proceeding, Bay cer 
tain K- and Q— 5 inſtead of having Concerts at their. | 
Palace, in the Style of other Princes, ſuch as the King of 

France, the Emperor, the Empreſs of Ruſſia, &c. have entered 
into a private Subſeription for a Concert in a pitiful Street. 
They pay their Six Guineas a- piece; and, what is more extra- 
ordinary, get in their Children, as ave are told, gratis! What 


is ſtill more extraordinary, they have entered into a Bond for 
| borrowing TWO Thouſnnd Pounds for putting. the Houſe i into a 

decent Repair; fit for the Reception of the K- of the firſt 
Empire upon Earth. Of whom has this Money bas borrowed? 


Marvelling Reader? of the poor Muſicians Fund !—which Money 
might have .been placed out at a much ſuperior Advantage. 
Let me add, that the Subſcribers order a formal Rehearſal pre- 


vious to every Concert; ſo that, in fact, they get a double Con- 1 


| cert for their Money ;—undoubtedly, to the vaſt Satisfaction of 
the Fingers of the happy Cramsr, Boch, SHIELD, Cxr- 
VETTO, &c. who, in this Inſtance, earn their Money not very 
| unlike the patient and laborious Auimal called a Drayhorſe. 


«© What? 


— 
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« What? what? (quot Og il teach her 
Eyes | 
To take my Motions by Sergio 


One cannot breakfaſt, dine, drink Tea, nor ſup, 


But, whip! the Woman's Head at once is out, 
To fee and hear what we are all about: 


Pl cure her of that Trick—and block her up. 


Mad as his Military Grace *. 
For fortifying ev'ry Place 


I From Dockyards to a Neceſſary Houſe— - 


: 
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The M——ch dreamt of nothing but the Wal 
The ſaucy Spit in Petticoats to maul, = 
And make her Eagle Pride crawl like a Louſe. CE) 


Now Workmen came, with formidable Stones, 
To block up the poor Widow Jones— — 

Who mark'd this dread Blockade, and with a Frown, 5 
And to the Cauſe of Freedom true 
One of the Old Hen's Chicks ſo blue, 5 

85 as the LY built up, — Dame n down. 


Twas up "was down—'twas up again — 'twas 
daovn, e 
Much did the country with this Battle ring, 
Between the valiant Widow and the x —, 

That Admiration rais'd in Windſor Town: ; 


* Duke of Richmond. = 
„„ The 


1 * <>. ca? > wa - = * 7 


The mighty, babe 3 and the Slacks, 
Neꝰ er knew more Money betted on their Backs. 


Sing, Heav'nly Muſe, how ended this Affray, 
Juſt as it happens, faith, nine Times in ten, 
When Dames ſo ſpirited engage with Men 
That is—the valiant Widow won the Day. 


The K—g could not the Woman maul : 

But found himſelf moſt F defeated; 
Then very wiſely he retreated, 

And very Pry: gave * 85 Wall. 


Now wa 2 Muſe, the warlike Ammunition 
Us'd by the Dame, in her beſieg*d Condition, | 
That on the Hoſt of vile Invaders flew : 
Say, did no God nor Goddeſs cry out, Shame! 
And nobly haſten to relieve the Dame 
From ſuch a reſolute and hoſtile Crew? 


. 


 Yes—Neptune, like her Guardian Angel, kind, 
Join'd the poor Widow Jones, and run up ſtairs; 
There fiercely caught up certain Earthern Wares, 
| And, pleas'd her fav'rite Element to find, 
Bid, on their Heads, the briny torrents flow, 


And waſh'd, like Shags, the Combatants below. : 


The 
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The Goddeſs Cloacina too, ſo hearty, 
Ruſh'd to the Widow' s Houſe, and join d the 


Party. 


5 | But ſay⸗ what AamübRio fd her Hand, 


Much Glory for the Widow to acquire, 
And give to public Scorn the daring Band? 


What that frong Ammunition was, the Bard 


Heard as a Secret—therefore muſt not tell: 


Nor would he, for a Thouſand Pounds Reward, 


To Beaux reveal it, or the ſweeteſt Belle. 


Yet Nature poflibly hath made a ſnout, 
Bleſt with Neu to ſmell it out. 


Reader, don't ſtand fo, ſtaring like a c 5 
Thy gaping Attitude provokes my laugh— _ 


Thou thinkꝰſt that Monarchs never can act ill: 


Get thy Head ſhav'd, thou Fool: or think ſo ſtill. 


Whether thou deem'ſt my fs falſe or true, 
I value not a Ruſh. 


2 Wilt have another ?—<* No. '—Nay, prithee do. 


© I wo'w't.” Thou ſhalt, by Heav' ns! ſo prithec 
buſh! Cots 


2 But ere tire the Tale, my tuneful Bride, 
5 My Lady Mule, ſhall talk of Kings and Pride. 
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Some Kings on Thrones are children on the lap 
Children, that all of us ſee ev'ry Day 

Brats that kick, ſquall, and quarrel with their pap, 

- Tearing and ſwearing they will have their way : 
15 what, too, their great reputation rifles, 

— * juſt like . about trifles. 


Morcovered tis a terrible allele 
For knightly worſhip to be kick'd by fellows 
Who probably feed half their time on air, 
Mending old kettles, or old Bellows. | 
My Lady Pride's a very lofty being 
Much pleas'd with People? $ {erapings bowing, kneel 

| „ 
5 Fruitful i in Egotiſms, 8 ful of | PONY 
Her Ladyſhip in nought can brook denial ; 
And, as for Inſult, 'tis a killing trial, 
And more eſpecially from Men of rags. 


For Pride, ſuch is her ſtatelineſs, alas! 
Rather than feel the kickings of an aſs, 
Would calmly put up with a leg of horſe; 
Though pelting her with fifty times the force: 
Nay, though her brains came out upon the ground. 
Were brains within her head - piece to be found. 


A KING. 


1 3 


A KING any a BRICK-MAKER. 


A TALE. 


A King, near Pimlico, with noſe and ſtate, 
Did very much a neighbouring brick-kiln hate, 


Becauſe this kiln did vomit naſty ſmoak : 


Which ſmoak—1 can't fay very neatly bred, 
Did very often take it in the head 


: To blacken the great houſe, and oY the K=— to 


choak. LE 


His facred Majeſty would ſputt ring g fay, 
Dpon a windy day, 


« PI make the raſcal and his brick-kiln hop— 


„ P. x take the ſmoak—the ſulphur!—Zounds!— 
lt forces down my throat by pounds 


4 My belly is a downright blackſmith's ſhop-“ 


| One day, he was ſo peſter'd by a cloud— 
He could not bear it, and thus bawl'd aloud: 


e GO (roar'd his — unto a page) 
5 Work'd, like a lion, to a dev liſn rage, 


„„ 8 o, 


4 340 1 


4 Go, tell the raſcal who the brick kiln owns, 
c That if he dares to burn another brick, | 
«+ Black all my houſe like hell, and make me ſick, 
I'll tear his kiln to rags, and break his bones.” 


of ſet the page, and toon his mud told: 
On which the brick-maker—a little bold, 
Exclaim'd, © He break wy bones, good maſter 
„ 
« He ſay my kiln Man' t burn another dick 5 
« Becauſe it blacks his houſe, and makes him 
= 1 
e Go-gire my compliments to Maſter's Rage, p 
And fay, more bricks I am reſolv'd to burn; 
5 And, if the ſmoke his worſhip's ſtomach torn, 
ce To ſtop his royal mouth and ſnout—- - 
ec Nay, more, good Page his M——y hall find 
I'll always take th? advantage of the wind, 
And, dam'me, try to ſmoke him out.“ 


This was a dreadful meſſage to a k 

From a poor ragged rogue that dealt in 1 mud: 
| Yet, though ſo impudent a thing, 

The fellow's rhet'ric : could not be vithſtood. 


Stiff 


> 


T * 1 


Stiff as i againſt poor Haſtings, Edmund Burke, 
This Brick-maker went tooth and nail to work, 


And form'd a true Veſuvius on the Eye; 


The Smoke in pitchy Volumes roll'd along, 
Ruſh' d thro' the Royal Dome with Sulphur ſtrong, : 
And then aſcending darken'd all the Ts 


Thus did this Cloud of Darkneſs tay ſhade 
The Building for the Lord's Anointed made, 
And blacken'd it, like Palls that grace a Burying : | 

Thus was this Man of Mud and Straw employ” d, 

And, at the Thought ſo wicked, overjoy'd, 
of ſmoking his Liege n like a Herring. | 


of ſerving him as we do Parts of Swine, . 
Thought, with grecn Peas, a Diſh ny fine. 
But lo! this baneful Rogue of Brick, 

Fell, for his Sov? reign, fortunately Sick, 5 
And exe the Wretch could plcaſe his Spleen and Pride 
Of turning Monarchs into Bacon—died. 


The oder Bard 8 Tom) fublimely ſings 

Of ſharp and prudent ceconomic Kings, 

' Who Rams, and Ewes, and Lambs, and Bullocks, 
feed; 

And Pigs of ev? ry fort of Breed: 


—Ot 


J 


—Of Kings who pride themſelves on fruitful Sows ; 
Who ſell kimm'd Milk, and keep a Guard fo ſtout 
Io keep the Geeſe, the thieviſh Raſcals, out, 
That ev'ry Morning us'd to ſuck a do Cows 5 


—Of Kings who t Cabbages 501 Carrots plane 
For ſuch as wholeſome Vegetables want; 
Who feed, too, Poultry for the People's vie. 
Then ſend it through the Villages in Carts, 
To cheer (how won@'rous kind ) the hungry | 
„Rein; 

Of ſuch as only gay for what I eke. 5 


The Poet now, quoth Tom s rare Lose, 

Singeth Commercial Treaties—Commutation— | 
Taxes on Paint, Pomatum, Milk of Roſes, 

_ Olympian Dew, Gloves, Sticking-Plaſter, Hats, 


Quack Medicines for fick Chriſtians and found. 
Rats, 


And all that charms our ir Eyes, or ; Mouths, or e Noſes, 


The ki Bard, fays Tom, 1 
Of virtuous, gracious, . ere Kings, 


. tor it poſſible Pa this Story to be true z We would > 
; give it as apocryphal. 6 


＋ Mr. Warton ſays in his the... 66 Who plant the - Civic Bay,” i f 


—but he affuredly meant ee and Carrots the Fact 
proves Be 


Who 


. 
- Who love their Wives ſo conſtant from their Heart, 
| Who down at Windſor daily go a ſhopping — 
Their Heads ſo lovely into Houſes popping, 
And doing 3 in the haggling Art. 


5 And why, in God's Name, ſhould not Queens and 
. | 
Purchaſe a Comb, or rte Lack 11. Cloaks, 
Ef Fdging for Caps, or Tape for Apron-ſtrings, 
bb Or . or — n other Folks? 


Reader! to make thine Eyes with Wonder ſtare, 
Fartbings are not beneath the Royal Care! N 
| Farthings are helpleſs Children of a Guinea : 

If not well watch'd, they travel to their Coſt ! 5 
For, lo! each Copper-vilag'd little Ninney 
I s very apt to . and to be loſt. e 


E 1 never dar'd 1 

Pd have a Monarch fave a Candle-End ; 

Since tis an Axiom ſure, the more Folks fave, 
The more, indiſputably, they muſt have. | 
Crown'd Heads, of ſaving ſhould appear Examples; ; 
Ard Britain really boaſts two pretty Samples 


The modern Poet inge, quoth Tan again, : 
Of ſweet Exciſemen an obliging Train ; % _ 
Who 4 


W 


L 341 


Who, like our Guardian Angels, wach our Houſes, 1 
And add another civil Obligation b 1 

That addeth greatly to our Reputation 1 
Hug, i in our” ABLE; our TOY Spouſes. 


| Reader! | when tir'd, Im fond of taking Breath. 
Now, as thou doſt admire the true Sublime, 

And, conſequently, my immortal Rhyme, 

is clear thou never can'ſt deſire my Death :— 


Swans, in their Songs, moſt muſically dic— 
If that's the Caſe, then, Reader, fo might A 
Let me then join my Wiſhes—ſtay my Rapture, 
And nurſe my Lungs to ſing a ſecond Chapter. 
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IN CONTINUATION. 


8; RANT: me an 1 honeſt fame, or grant 1 me 
„ e none,” 
1 Says Pope ( don't know where) a little liar; ; 
Who, if he prais'd a man, 'twas in a tone 
That made his praiſe like bunches of ſweet-briar, 
Which, whilſt a pleaſing fragrance it beſtows, 


: Pops o out a n, bien on 1705 noſe. 


Were Tine fülle to exclaim, who fill a throne, 

“Grant me an honeſt fame, or grant me none;“ 

© Such Princes were upon the forlorn Hope 

3 Soon, very ſoon, to reputation dead; 

= Their idle laureats, faith, might ſhut up hop, 
And bid their 9 5 genius go to bed. : 


Lo Muſe, his 18 all well ſaid ; but, not t offend Je, 

l beg you will not cultivate digrefſion— 

4 Plead not the poet's quidlibet audendi, 

Por ſurely there are limits to th' expreſſion. 

Y Then ceaſe to wanton thus in epiſode, 

And tell the world of Mr. Warton' J Ode. 0 | 
Tx N 


rx 


1 1 . 


The modern poet, Laureat Thomas ſays, 
o Botauy's grand ifland tunes his lays, 


Fix'd for the 1 iwains and damſels of St. Giles, 


N hoſe knowledge | in the Hocus- pocus art 
Rid them from Britain ſomewhat ſudden ſtart, - 
£ ach to louthe rn climes their miniſterial wiles: 


prove the wiſdom of the common weal, 

41:4 teach the ſimple natives how to ſteal, 
he picklock ſciences ſo dark, explain, 

ad to ingemious murther turn each brain. 


Juoth Ton again the modern poet ſings 
Iwc, good-1atur'd, inoffe nſive kings; 
WW ho, by a miracle, eſcap'd with lite | 


> Licap' qa 2 damſel $ moſt tremendous knife; 


* Knife that bed been taught, by toil and art, 


10 pierce thi: bowels of a pye or tart. 


Thus, having giy 'n a full diſplay | 5 
Ol what ou: Laureat ſays, or meant to ſay ; 5 


vn beg ot Thomas to inſtru& my cars, 


Way, on his verſes, he ſhould call 


Th. L nights who grac'd the high-arch'd hall, 


A ſer of * bears? 


Vid the Word 1 in the Laureat's Ode for the New 


Why | 
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Why the bold ſteel- clad knights of elder 18 
Are not intitled to a little praiſe, 
Who for God's cauſe d did palace, houſe, and Hu 
/ell, 
As well as Monarchs of the proſent date, 
Whoſe dear religion, of which poets prate, 


Might lodge, without much iqueezing, in a nut- 
en? 5 


« © What king bath mall igen py” ou replie— 


cc. If Di ts the TD. + thou meancli—Bard, thou 
6 lieſt. = 


8 Hold, 8 0 furious—1 know things 
That add not to the picty ff.. 
Pve ſeen a K. at chapel, | e 


Yawn, gape, laugh in the middle of « piay'r— 


When inwards his ſad optics 8 to > roll, 
To view the dark condition of his ſoul; s 
Catch up an opera- glaſs with curious YG. 


Forgetting God, ſome ſtranger's phiz to py, 
As tho? deſirous to obſerve, if Heay' n 


Had chriſtian features to the viſage giv” n; 
Then turn (for kind communication, keen. 
And tell ſome new-found wonders to the 1 


Y 5 e ; ee 4 | 1 
8 { 2 ( 22 14 


. Know what ec 


Ln 08-1 

„ Ah! Peter, Peter,” Laureat Thee cries, 
Thou halt no fear of kings before thy eyes; 
70 Great—Little—all, with thee, are equal jokes, 
And mighty Monarchs merely common folks. - 
Ah! wicked, wicked, wicked Peter, know—” | 
5 That Monarchs are not merely | 


4 
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Show : 


© Souls they poſſeſs, and on a 158005 ſcale.” 
- To this I antwer, Thomas, with a Tale, 


$5. 0 88 8 . 
{> Sad D 
. 57 


A Duke of Burgundy (I know not which ) 
Thus on a certain time, addreſs'd a poet 
Alm much afraid of that ſame ſcribbling itch 
« You” ve wit but pray be cautious how you ſhow it ; f : 
6 Say nothing 1 in your rhymes about a king— 5 
$6. IF praiſe—'tis lies——if blame 4 dangerous 
DOR . 4: 


That is, the Duke believ'd the hin REEL >, A 
ON kick the ſaucy poet to the devil. 


. . 
Peter, there's odds "ruixt laing and ſtark mad — 9 
= BD 1 
: Who dares deny it? So there is, egad! 5 | 3 = 


I. W. 


Thou think no prince, of common ſen poſſeſt— 
WE F. 


es 
2 
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| Too, like the parted Sun, with Glory crown'd— 


| Wiſe are our gracious * K 
The Pride and Envy of the Ge Nations— 
People of Faſhion, Worſhip, Wealth, and State. - 
Lo! what Demand for them, in Heav'n, of late! - 


. 1 5 


Thomas, thou art miſtaken, I Sk : 


On Staniſlaus the Mule could pour her Strain, 
Who, dying, 


ſunk a Sun upon Lorraine: : 


He filld with Bluſhes deep th' Horizon round. 
FaeptkIck the Gazar, who died the other day, 


Had for himſelf, indeed, a deal to ſay. 


We muſt not touch upon the Kine's Belief— 


| Becauſe (I fear) he ſeldom ſaid his Pray'rs— 
Fs Nor dare we ſay the Hero was no Thief, 
wy cauſe he plunder'd ST Body's Warcs. 


I'm told the l is raſtly wiſe— 
And hope that Madame Fame hath not told Lies: 
Vet, in his Diſputations with the Dutch, 
The Monarch's Oratory was not much: 3 
Full many a Trope from Bayonet and Drum 
He threaten'd—but, behold ! 


5 ae Hum. 


8 's ſuperb Relations, 


Lo! with his Knapſack, evn juſt now departed, 
As fine a Soldier, faith, as ever ſtarted— 


Whom . 


OE , 
As Pr, —— a enn ; 


11 
Whom Death did almoſt dread to lay his „ ON 


Old Captain—what”s his Name ?—* Saxehilberg- 


_ hauſen: 


For whom (with Leal, for Folks of 22 burning) 


We once again are blacken'd up by Mouraing ; 
Jo ſhow, by Glove, Cloth, Ribband, Crape and NS 
=. Peck of Trouble tor the old Gentleman. 


Good-lack oh ife e then! what Denen : 

-"SIMC omg —- hath got of Uncles, Aunts, and Couſins! 
Egad, if thus thoſe Folks continue dying, 

Each Briton doom'd to diſmal Black, 

Muſt always bear a Hearſe-like Back, 

And, like Heraclitus, be e crying. : 


Great ” the Northern Eurnzss, 1 of! 
rn in ier ne nen good Queen Beſs: 


She keeps her fair Court Dames from getting + drunk; 


And all ſc temperate herſelf, Folks fay, 
She ſcarcely drinks a Dozen Drams a Day ; 
And, in Love-matters, is a Queen of Spunk. 


And when on Horſe-back—lo! with manly Pride, 


This brave Semimaris doth fit ftride? 


8 TOE Vos to our oft gracious Q He died in | the 
; Emperor g Service. 


T At an Aſſembly, ſome Years fince, at Peterhvegh; which 
was honoured with the Empreſs' s Preſence, one of the Rules 


was, „Thot no Lady ſhould come drum into the Room. 


Yet 


* 


* 

. * 

a 1 2 
be 

x 4 5 * 
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HT. 
vet like I not ſuch Woman for a Wife—- 
Such Heroines, in a matrimonial Strife, 


Might hammer from one's tender Head hard Notes : 2 


1 own my Delicacy is ſo great, 
J cannot in Diſpute, with Rapture, meet 


| ps who look like Men in Petticoats. 


Oft i in a learn'd | Difpute upon a Cap, N 
By way of Anſwer, one might have a Slap— 


= P'rhaps on a ſimple Petticoat or Goõn— 


Nay! poſſibly on Madam's being kit! — 


And really, 1 would rather be knock'd down 


By WRgW of N than —— of Thos 


23 like not Pane W Converſation runs 
On Battles, Sieges, Mortars, and great Guns 


15 The milder Beauties win my ſoften'q Soul; 


Who look for Faſhions with deſiring ad 'Y 


L Plcas'd when on Wigs the Converſations roll, 
Cork Rumps, and Merrythoughts, and Lovers” : 


Sighs. 


Love! when [ marry, give me not an : Ox— 5 
1 hate a Woman like a Sentry-box; 

Nor can I deem the Dame a charming Creature 
Whole hard Face holds an Oath in ey? ry Feature. 
In Women — Angel- ſweetneſs let me fee - 
No galloping Horſe-Godmothers for me. 
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I own I cannot brook ſuch many Belles 
As Mademoiſelle D*Eons, and Hannah Snells, | 
Yet Men are there, (how ſtrange are ard $ De- 


crees!) 9 
Whom vulgar, coarſe Jack: Gentlewomen pleaſe. — 


How diffrent, Silvia, from thy Form bh 0 5 
Ihat triumphs in a Love-inſpiring Air; 
Superior beaming, ev'n where Thouſands ſhine— 

Thy Form! where all the tender Graces play, 
©. That, bluſhing, ſeems 1n ev'ry Smile to lay, 
. Behold © we boaſt an Origin divine! 


"See too the 8 of W Gem, 1 ween! 
With rev'rence let me hail that charming Queen, 
Bliſs to the King, and Luſtre to her Race: 
Though Venus gave of Beauty half her Store, 
And all the Gaacks bid a World adore— 
Her ſmalleſt Beauties are the Charms of Face. 
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T. W. 


Heav'ns why abroad tor Virtues mult you roam ? 


« 


P. P. 


Becauſe I cannot find them, Tom, at Home. TEE = 

I beg your Pardon—yes—the Paix c of Wares 7 

(Whole Actions ſmile Contempt on Scaxbar's . 

| Tales) | BD „ 
tee : 


| Ranks in the Muſe* s Favour. bigh 
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I wiſh ome Folks that I could name with Eaſe, 
Bleſt with his Head—bhis Heart—bis Pow" rs to 


pleaſe 
Then Prey” s Soul would ceaſe om many a Sigh. 


The crouching Courtiers, that. ſurround: a Throne, 
And learn to ſpeak and grin from ons alone, 


Who watch, like Dancing-Dogs, their Maſter's Nod, 


Are ready now, if Horſewhipp'd from their Places, * 
At Carleton-Houſe to ſhew their ſupple Faces, 
And call the PRINCE they v a Gop- 


T. W. 


Thune thou not Cafur doth the Arts poſſes? 


P. P. 


Arts in Abundance ves, Tom—yes, Tom—yes! | 


, W. 


T bink'& thou not t Ceſar would each Joy forego, 
To make his Glu] dren. happy? 


P. P, 
| | No, Tom—no. 


J. W. 
What! not one Bag, to bleſs ; a Chi 14 beſlow ?— 


P. P. 


Hean n help thy Folly! no, Tom,—no, Tom—no! 
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E # 
The fordid Souls that Avarice enflaves, 
Would gladly graſp their Guineas in their Grades: 


Like that old GanEK—a miſcrable Cur, 
Who made himſelf his own Executor. 


> : : | br "ih 


A Cat is with her Kittens much delighted ; ; 
She licks ſo lovingly their Mouths and Chins: 
At ev ry Danger, Lord! how puſs is frighted- 
She curls her Back, and ſwells her Tail, and grins: ky 
| Rolls her wild Eyes, and claws the Backs of Curs . a 
Who ſmell too curious to her Children 8 Furs. 1 


Js | This anos whilſt her Cats are young, indeed; = 
f "I Hut when grow up, alas! how chang'd their luck! _ 4 
Wn Do more ſhe plays at Bo-peep with her Breed, 
= : Lies down, and mewing bids them come and ſuck. 


No more ſhe ſports and pats them, friſks and purs ; 

Plays with their little Tails, and licks their Furs; 
But when they beg her Bleſſing and Embraces, 
Spits, like a dirty Vixen, in their Faces. ES 


| Nay, after making the poor Lambkins fly, 
She watches the dear Babes with ſquinting Eye; : 
And if ſhe ſpies them with a Bit of Meat, Fo 
Springs on their property, and ſteals their 1 reat— Ip 
No more a tender Love the ſeems to feel- | 
The De v', for her, way eat em at a Neal- 
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I wonder, Thomas, where ſuch M—— 


L 355, | 


With all her Soul—the Jade, ſo wond'rous ſaving, 


Cries, © OF: You now are at your own Beard- 
08 ſhaving,” 


S0 -to ſome K—gs this Evil doth belong 


Th' Intelligence is good, I make no doubt: 


Who really love their Offspring when they're young, 
But loſe that fond Affection when they're ſtout; 


Far off they ſend them not a Sixpence | 7 


s live! 


Should ſuch one, Thomas, cot come actofa thy way, 
And for thy Flatt'ry, offer Buts of Sack; 


Say plainly, that he would diſgrace thy Lay: 


And turning on him thy Pindaric Back, 


Bid, like a Porcupine, thine Anger briſtle, 
Nor damn thy previous. Soul to wet thy Whittle. 


[ 356 1 
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TW N K not, Friend Tou, 1 envy. thee thy 3 1 
By kent, I aſſure thee, deen'd ſublime? - 5 
Or that thy Laureat's Place my Spleen provokes: 
The King (good Man!) and I ſhould never quarrel, 
E'en though his Royal Wiſdom gave the Laurel . 

To Mr. neten or John. a-Nokes. r 15 


Old. fathion'd, as if tutor'd, in the Ark, 
I, never ſigh'd for Glory' $ high . 4 
This very Inſtant, ſhould our Grand Monarque : 
Say, Peter; de my Fore, if you pleaſe; 


708: No, Pete your Majeſty,” 10014 — my Anſwer, 
With ſweeteſt Diffidence, and modeſt Grace: : 
«© The Office ſuits a more ingenious Man, Sir; 
* In God's Name, therefore, let him have the L 
t = 1 
Unlike the Poets, tis my vaſt Aflition, "= 
To be a miſerable Hand at F idtion. =_ 


ws. 


aq 


* 


But, Sir, pl find ſome Love er, 
Acroſtic, Rebus, or Conundrum-Maker, 
Who oft hath rode old Pegaſus ſo ſiery, HB 
And won the 2 fakes in the Lady's Diary.” . 
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A PEEP AT SAINT JAMES's. 
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ODE UPON ODE, 


E ADE R. I ja proteſt, 5 
I thought that I had work'd up al my rhyme! [ 


What ſtupid Demon hath my brain poſſeſs d: 


Iprithee pardon me this time. 


Afford thy patience through more Ode; 
'Tis not a vaſt extent of road: 
Together let us gallop then along: 


Moſt nimbly ſhall old Pegaſus, my | hack, ſtir, 


To drop the image—prithec hear more 554. 
Some *© more laſt words of Mr. Baxter? 1 


O DE. 


” * ” « . 8 
1 ta : TW 2 . 1 
8 2 8 El 0 4 
of jm . NN « 
* >, p-_ 1a 86 * * . —— v 
* 5 D a 2 Fe Pm” 
8 2 ETFS 7 b : 2 2 3 
8 * — — 


* 
N 


— 


82 


WORLD! ! ſtop by mouth—I am reſolv'd to rhyme; "vs 
I cannot throw away a vein ſublime, 1 
If may takx tlie liberty to brag g. 
ö I cannot, like the fellow in the Bible, 5 

Venting upon his maſter a rank libel, 


Conceal my talent in a „„ 
Kings muſt continue ſtill to be my theme 
* of . of dream. . C: G 


As beggars ev? ry night, we - muſt ſuppoſe, | 
Dream of their vermin, in their beds; . 

Becauſe, as ev'ry body knows, ; . 

Such things are eh running in their heads, 5 


| Befides: white I to write of, common folks, e 755 

No ſoul would buy my rhymes! ſo ſtrange, and jokes; 

Then what becomes of mutton, beef, and-pork— _ 
How would my maſticating muſcles work? 


Indeed, I dare not ſay they would be idle, 
But, like my Pegaſus's s chops, ſo ſtout, 
Who plays and wantons with his bridle, 
And nobly linge the foam about. 2 


E 30x 1 
So mine would work—on what ? my reader cries, 
With a ſtretch'd pair of unbelieving eyes 


Heav'n help thy moſt unpenetrating wit! 
On a hard morſel—Hunger's iron bit. 
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By all the rhyming Goddeſſes and Gods 
I will—1 muſe, perſiſt in Odes— 
And not a pow”r on earth ſhall hinder— 
: hear both Univerſities exclaim, 
« Peter, it is a glorious road to fame 
22 Ae Poets magne—well ſaid, Pindar!“ 1” 


Ye ſome approach wich e face, 

And cry, O Peter, what a want of grace 

Thus in thy rhyme to roaſt a King!” | 

= 1 roof a King! by Heav'ns 'tis not a fact. 

I ſcorn ſuch wicked and difloyal adt— 
Who dares aflert it, fays : a een ching. 


Hear what I have to ſay of Kings— 8 
If unſublime they deal in childiſh things, 


* The violence of the Univerſities on this occaſion may pro- 
bably ariſe from the contempt thrown on them by His Majeſty's 
ſending the Royal children to Gottengen for education ; but 
1 8 10 have not their Majeſties amply made it up to Oxford by a viſit 
do that celebrated ſeminary—and 18 not Cambridge to receive 
the fame honour ? 


Aa a IT 


Each mighty Monarch ſtraight ee to n | 1 
A roaſter of himſelf— elo de /e- 2 = 


My verſes form a ſort of bill of fare, 


—. 
Y ET, Tie | 


« How their blind ſtars could make ſo groſs a blun- - 


'& Inſtead of ſitting on a throne = 

In purple rich—of ſtate ſo full, 
06 They ſhould have had an apron on, 

0 And, ſeated on a three -legg'd tool, 

Ro” Commanded of dead hair, the ſprigs 

> To do their duty 208 Wie 


And yield not, of reform, a ray of hope; ; 


TI only act as Cook, and diſh him up. 
Reader! another ſimile as rare 


Informing gueſts what kind of fleſh and fiſh 
Is to be found within each. diſh; 
That eating people may not be miſtaken, 
And take for ortolan, a lump of bacon. 


Whenever I have beard of Kings 
Who place in goſſipings, and news, their pride, 
And knowing family concerns mean _ 
Very judiciouſſy indeed, I've ys d. 
I wonder | 


der! q 


903-4 
Fe "BS By ſüch miſtakes, 18 nature often foil'd: 
Such impropricties ſhould never ſpring— 


55 his a fine chattering barber may be ſpoll'd, 
To make a moſt indtPrent King.” 5 ; - 


« Sir, Sir, (I hear the world exclaim) 
At too high game you impudently aim— | 
„ How dare you, with your jokes and gibes, 
& Tread like a horſe on Rwy Hes: 7 


F ue who can't ſee their errors, can't reform: I 
. No plainer axiom ever came from man; 
Ws And 'tis a Chriſtians duty, in a ſtorm, 
. To ſave a ſinking neighbour if he can; 
Thus I to Kings my Odes of Wiſdom pen, 
| Becauſe your Kings have ſouls like common new. 


= The Bible warrants me to ſpeak the truth 
= Nor meally- -mouth'd my tongue in ſilence keep: 
— Did not good Nathan tell that buckiſh youth, 
David the King, that! he ſtole N ? 


Stole poor Uriah's little fav'rite Jamil — 
An ewe it chanc'd to be, and not a ram 
For had it been a ram, the Royal = HR 


Had never meddled with Uriah's s mutton, 


* hat 


Aa à 


12 


[364 ] 
What modern Courtier, pray, hath got the face 7 
lo fay to Majeſty— O King, 2 
« At ſuch a time, in ſuch a place, 1 8 

“ You did a very fooliſh thing?” _ Pf 
What Courtier, not a foe to his own glory, | 
Would publiſh of his King the fimple ſtory ? 
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APPLE DUMPLINGS axo a KING. 


: ONCE on a time, A Monarch tir'd with hooping, 


W hipping and ſpurring, 
Happy in worrying 
A poor, defenceleſs, harmleſs buck, 
The horſe and rider wet as muck, 


From his hich conſequence and wiſdom Hoping, 


Enter'd, chr augh curioſity, a cot, 
Where ſat a Poor old woman with her pot. 


: The wrink'd, eas _ old granny, 


In tnis ſame cot illum'd by many a cranny, 


Had finiſh'd apple dumplings for her pot: 
In tempting row the naked dumplings lay, 
When, lo! the Monarch, in his uſual way, 


Like lightning ſpoke, © What's this? what's this? 
what? what! 727 


Then taking up 5 dumpling in his hand, 
His eyes with admiration did expand 


And 


* „„ outing Bn, in” r . 


Folly lays many a trap we can't eſcape i it: 
Nemo (ſays ſome one) omnibus horis ſapit: 


1 1] 

And oft did Majeſty the dumpling grapple: 
lis monſtrous, monſtrous hard indeed,” he cried: 
+ What makes it, pray ſo hard ?”—The dame re- 

plied, 

Low curthing, 6 « Pleaſe Jour Majeſty, the apple.” 


1 every aſtoniſhing indeed!—ſtrange thing!” 


Turning the dumpling round, rcjoin'd the King. 


& *Tis moſt extraordinary then, all this is— 
It beats Pinetti's conjuring all to pieces 


< Strange I ſhould never of a dumpling dream 


« But, Goody, tell me where, where, where's ; the 
ſeam??? 


4 Sir, there's no ſcam (quoth ſhe); 1 never knew 


< That folks did apple dumplings ſew.” — 


No! (cried the flaring Monarch with a grin)” 


— How, how the devil * the apple 1 in; 8 


Reader, thou likeſt not my tale—look'ſt bluc— 
Thou art a courtier— roareſt Lies, Lies, Lies! 
Do, for a moment, ſtop thy cries 


| tell thee, roaring infidel, 'tis true. 


Why ſhould it not be true? the greateſt men 5 
May aſk a fooliſh queſtion now and then— 


This is the language of all ages: 


Then wy not Kings, like me and other ſages? 
Far 


Iuhat for their Monarch aſk a length of days. 


[- * 4 


Far from deſpiſing Kings, I like the 1. 
Provided King: lite they behave: 


| Kings are an inſtrument we need, 


Juſt as we razors want—to ſhave; 


To keep the ſtate's face ſmooth—give it an air 


Like my Lord North's ſo jolly, round, and fair. 


My ſenſe of Kings tho? freely I impart— 


J hate not royalty, Heav'n knows my heart > I 
Princeſſes and Princes I like, fo loyal- 


_ Great George's children are my erent delight; . 


The ſweet Auguſta, and ſweet Princeſs Royal, 
Obtain my love * and Pray ' by * 


Yes! I like Kingt-—and oft jak back with pride | 


Upon the Edwards, Harrys of our ie 
Great ſouls! in virtue as in valour try'd, 


Whoſe adtions bid the cheek of Britons gail 5 


Muſe! let us alſo forward look, 
And take a peep into Fate's book. 


zehold! the ſceptre young Auguſtus ſways : 
T hear the mingled voice of millions riſe; 
1 fee uprais'd to Heav'n their ardent eyes; 


"2 


Bright in the br! 8019 annals of renown, 


© Behold fair Tame his youthful temples crown 


With 


* W 
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With laurels of unfading bloom; 
Behold Dominion ſwell beneath his care, 
And Genius, riſing from a dark deſpair, 

His long-extinguiſh'd fires relume. 


Such are the Kings that ſuit my taſte, I own— 
Not thoſe where all the littleneſſes join— 


| Whoſe ſouls ſhould ſtart to find their lot a throne, 


And bluſh to how their noſes on a coin. . 


Reader, for fear of Ga ien obe, 
I now allude to Kings of foreign nations. 


Poets (fo unimpeach'd tradition ſays) 
The ole hiſtorians were of antient days, 


Who help'd their heroes Fame's high hill to clamber ; 'S 


Penning their glorious acts in language ſtrong, 
And thus preſerving, by immortal ſong, 


Their names amidſt their tuneful amber. 


What am J doing? Lord! the very ſame 
Preſerving many a deed deſerving Fame, 


Which that old lean- devouring ſhark call'd Time 


Would, without ceremony, eat, 
In my opinion, far too rich a treat 


I therefore merit ſtatues for my rhyme. 
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[409] 
+ All this is laudable, (a Quaker cries) | 
But let grave Wiſdom all thy verſes rule; 
Put out thine IRON 's two ſquinting eyes 
* Deſpiſe thy . Oy RIDICULE. ” 


What! light my ſportive Wenke, RIDICULE, 
Who acts like birch on boys at ſchool, _ 
Neglecking leſſons—truant, perhaps, whole weeks! 
My RIDICULE, with humour fraught, and wit, 
ls that ſatiric friend, a coy it, 
Which bites men into health and roſy checks. 


A moral Mercury that cleanſeth ſouls _ 
Of ills that with them play the devil- 
Like mercury that much the pow'r controuls 

Of preſents gain d from ladies over SE 
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Reader, vu brag a little, if you pleaſe ; "Hin 

The antients did ſo, therefore why not 12 

Lo! for my wond'rous cures 1 aſk' no fees, 
Whilſt other Doctors let their patients diez 


"a Pan, i Saas, 
> # 


That is, fach patients ER NES pay for cure — 
A very ſelfiſn, wicked thing, I'm ſure. 
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Now though l'm ſoul phyſician to the King, 
+ L never be 88 d of him the ſmalleſt ching 
f bb Fer 


The news, if true, indeed, were very ſad, 


Vet how. can this agree with what Pye heard, 


And when throws out—which often is the caſe, 
5 (In bacon hunting, or of bucks the race) 


That out he pulls my honour'd Odes, 


Hark! with aſtoniſhment, a found I hear, | 1 
That ſtrikes tremendous on my ear; |= 
It ſays, Great Arden, commonly call'd Pepper, — 


Jaſt like of Jupiter the famous eagle, 2 
1s order'd out to hunt me like a beagle, | | F 


But, eagle Pepper, give my lee 
Unto thy loſiy maſter, Ma. J v. 


1 
For all the threſhing of my virtuous brains; 
Nay, were I my poor pocket's ſtate t' impart, 
So well I know my Royal patient's heart, | 3 
He would not give me two-pence for my pains. 


But hark! folks ſay the King is very mad 
And far too ſerious an affair to mock it— 


That fo much by him are my rhymes rever d— 
He goes a hunting with them in his pocket £ : 


My verſe ſo much his Majeſty bewitches, 


And reads them on the turnpike roads— 
Now under trees and hedges—now in ditches. 


Of mighty George's thunderbolts the KEopers 


„ 
And aſk how it can ſquare with his religion, 
To bid thee, without mercy, fall on, 


With thy ſhort ſturdy beak, and iron talon, 
A pretty, little, harmleſs, cooing pigeon ? 


Bj Heav'ns, } diſpelieve the fact. 

4 Monarch cannot ſo unwiſely act; 

= Suppoſe that Kings, ſo rich, are always mumping, 

5 Praying and preſſing Miniſters for money; 

1 Bidding them on our hive (poor bees!) be thumping, 
4 Trying to make out all our honey; 3 


14A wing that oft hath happen'd in Pn Iſle !— 
3 Pray, ſhan't we be allow'd to ſmile? _ 
Io cut a joke, or epigram contrive, 

= By way of ſolace for our plunder'd hive ? 
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A King of 3 ( ve loſt the Monarch's name,) 
Who avaricious got himſelf bad fame, 
By moſt unmannerly and thieviſh plunges 
Into his ſabjects purſes, 
A deep manewvre that obtain'd their curse, 
Becauſe it treated gentlefolks like ſpunges. 


To ſhow how much they reliſh'd not ſuch ſqueezing, 
Such goods and chattel-ſeizing, : 
B b b 2 They 


x 


. 7 4 


They publiſh'd libels to diſplay their hate, 
\ To comfort, in ſome ſort, their ſouls, 
For ſuch a number of large holes, 

Eat by this Royal Rat in each eſtate. 


The Premier op'd his gullet like a ſhark, 
To hear ſuch ſatires on the Grand Monarque, 
And roar'd Meſſieurs, you ſoon. (hall feel 


'*: My. criticiſm on your ballads, 
6 Not to your taſte ſo ſweet as frogs and fallads, 5 
6A ſtricture an] N d Baſtile.” 


Bur firſt he told the tidings to the Kine, 

Then ſwore par Dieu that he would quickly bring 
Vnto the grinding-ſtone their noſes down— 

No, not a foul of 'em ſhould ever thrive; = 

He'd flay them, like St. Bartlemew, alive 

Villains! for daring to inſult the Crown. 


The Monarch heard Monſieur le Premier out, 
And, ſmiling on his loyalty ſo ſtout, 


Replied—* Monſieur le Premier, you are wrong, 


© Don't of the pleaſure let them be debarr'd— 


«© You know how we have ſerv'd rem—faith ! | tis 
«© hard 


= * They ſhould n not for their n money have a fre” 


n 


Ovip, 


N 


E 
Ovid, ſweet ſtory-teller of old times, 
Unluckily tranſported for his rhymes, 
Addreſs'd his book before he bade it walk; 
Therefore my worſnip, and my Ode, 
In imitation of ſuch claſſic mode, 
Muſt, like two Indian nations, have a Talk. 


— Dear Ode! whoſe verſe the true ſublime affords, 

Go, viſit Kings, Queens, Paraſites, and Lords ; ; 
And if thy modeſt beauties they adore, 

Inform them, they ſhall ſpeedily have more.“ 


a 


La, 


“ 


K 


But poſſibly a mighty King may ſay— 


85 Ode! Ode — What! What? * hate your hywe ; 


haranguing ; 
d rather hear a jackaſs bay: 
I never knew a poet worth the hanging. 


8 


[ bate, abhor them but I'll clip their wings: 


cc I'll teach the ſaucy knaves to laugh at Kings; 


cc 


A ragged, bold-fac*'d, ballad- ſinging crew. 
Yes, yes, the poets ſhall my pow'r confeſs; _ 
I'll maul that ſpawning devil call'd the preſs.” 


cc 


BY 


* 


If furious thus exclaim a King of glory, 
Tell 2985 O gentle probs this paby ſtory: 


5 Canute | 


Yes, yes, the rhyming rogues their ſongs ſhall rue, 
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Canute was by his nobles taught to fancy, 
That by a kind of . necromancy 

He had the pow'r Old Ocean to controul 
Down ruſh'd the Royal Dane upon the Strand, 
And ifſued, like a Solomon, command— - 
Poor ſoul!““ 


"wu 


he, 


„„ Touch not your Lord and Maſter Sea, 


“ For by my pow'r almighty, if you do 


Then ſtaring vengeance out he held a ſtick, 
* Vowing to drive Old Ocean to old nick, 


< Shou'd he ev'n wet the latchet of his hoe.” 


The Sea retir'd—the Monarch fierce ruſh'd on, 


And look'd as if he'd drive him from the land— | 


But Sea not caring to be put upon, 


Made for a moment a bold ſtand : 


Not only make a . did Mr. Ocean, 


But to his honeſt waves he made a motion, 
And bid them give the King a hearty trimming: 


The orders ſeem'd a deal the waves to tickle, 
For ſoon they put his Majeſty in pickle; 


And ſat his Royalties, like geeſe, a ſwimming. 


24 All hands aloft, with one tremendous roar, 
Soon did they make him wiſh himſelf on ſhore ; 5 


Go back, ye waves, you bluſb ring rogues,” quoth | 
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His head and ears moſt handſomely they dous'd 

Juſt like a porpoiſe, with one general ſhout, 

The waves ſo tumbled the poor King about 
No Anabaptiſt eber was halt ſo ſous d. 


At length to land he crawl'd, a half droun'd . 


Indeed more like a crab than like a King, 


And found his courtiers making rueful faces: 
But what ſaid Canute to the Lords and gentry, 


Who hail'd him from the water, on his entry, 


All trembling for weir lines or places? 


2 « My Lords and ecntlemen, by your advice, 


ve had with Mr. Sea a pretty buſtle; 
v My treatment from my foe not over- nice, 


* Juſt made a jeſt for ev ry ſhrimp and muſcle: 


«A ofcity trick for c one of my dominion! _ 
8 * My Lords, I thank you for your great opinion. 


« You'll ſay, perhaps, I've only loſt one game, 
„And bid me try another—for the rubber 

6c Permit me to inform you all, with ſhame, 
That you'r rea ſet of knaves, and Pm a lubber.” 


Such is tlie ſtory, wy dear Ode, 
Which thou wilt bear—a ſacred load ! 
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FT 
Vet, much fear, *twill be of no great uſe: 
Kings are in general obſtinate as mules; _ 
Thoſe who ſurround them, moſtly rogues and fools, 
And therefore can no benefit produce. 5 


Yet ſtories, ſentences, and golden rules, 


Undoubtedly were made for rogues and fools; 
But this unluckilyſthe ſimple fact is 
Thoſe rogues and fools do nothing but admire, 
And all fo'dev*liſh modeſt, don't deſire 
The glory of reducing them to practice. 


- 2 , _— 
. 9 * 
nden auen 


7 * 
r 


3 


oy 
7 


LY 


LS. 


ta 


Orp Sun-Dia 


A 


5 


* 


TO 
ALtTAS 


ESS OF CURIOSITY 
Hund 


1a 


itbread's Brewhouſe moy'd the Cavalcade 
GCec 


RO 


c tranft Glor 


x 


INSTRUC 


f 


8 


O 
>4 
2 
A 
E 
— 


From Houſe of Buckingham, in grand Parade, 
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Mr. WHITBREAD's BREWHOUSE. 
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I. 


Prrrx, loyalty. He ſuſpefteth Mr. Warton of 
joking. Complimenteth the Poet Laureat. Peter dif 


el in opinion from Mr. Warten. Taketh up the 


cudgels for King Edward, King Harry V. and Queen 
Beſs. Feats on Blackheath and Wimbledon performed 
by our moſt gracious Sovereign. King Charles II. half 
damned by Peter, yet praiſed for keeping company with 
_ gentlemen. Peter praiſeth himſelf. Peter reproved 
by Mr. Warton. Defireth Mr. Warton's prayers. 
A fine fimile. Peter ſtill ſuſpecteth the Laureat of 
ironical dealings. Peter expoſtulateth with Mr. War- 
ton. Mr. Warton replieth. Peter adminiſtereih hold 
advice. Wittily calleth death and phyſicians poachers. 
Praiſeth the King for paternal tenderneſs. Peter 
maketh a natural ſimile. Peter furthermore telleth 
Thomas Warton what to ſay. Peter giveth a beau- 
tiful example of Ode-writing, 
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18 Majeſty? 8 love for the arts and ſciences even 
” in quadrupeds. His reſolution to know the 
| hiſtory of brewing beer. Billy Ramus ſent ambaſſa- 
dor to Chiſwell-Street. Interview between Meflrs. 
Ramus and Whitbread. Mr. Whitbread's bow and 
compliments to his Majeſty. Mr. Ramus's return 
from his embaſſy. Mr. W hitbread's terrors deſcrib- 
. ed to Majeſty by Mr. Ramus. The King's pleaſure 
= thereat. Deſcription of people of worſhip. Account 
> of the Whitbread preparation. The royal cavalcade 
to Chiſwell-Street. The arrival at the brewhouſe. 
Great joy of Mr. Whitbread. His Majeſty's nod, 
the Queen's dip, and a number of queſtions. A Welt- 
India mile. The marvellings of the draymen deſcrib- 
ed. His Majeſty peepeth into a pump. Beautifully 
compared to a magpie peeping into a marrow.- bone. 
The minute curiofity of the King. Mr. Whitbread en- 
deavoureth to ſurprize Majeſty. His Majefty puzz- 
leth Mr. Whitbread. Mr. Whitbread's horſe expreſ- 
ſeth wonder. Alſo Mr. Whitbread's dog. His Ma- 
jeſty maketh laudable enquiry about porter. Again 
puzzleth Mr. Whitbread. The King noteth notable 
things. 


L 382 3 
things. Profound queſtions propoſed by Majeſty. 


As profoundly anſwered by Mr. Whitbread. Majeſty 
in a miſtake, Corrected by the brewer. A noſe 
Jemile. Majeſty's admiration of the bell. Good man- 
ners of the bell. Fine appearance of Mr, Whithread's 
pigs. Majeſty propoſeth queſtions, but benevolent- 
ly waiteth not for anſwers. Peter telleth the duty of 

Kings. Diſcovereth one of his ſhrewd maxims. 

Sublime /imile of a water-ſpout and a King. The ha- 

bitation of Truth. The collation. The wonders 
performed by the royal viſitors, Majeſty propoſeth 

to take leave. Offereth knight-hood to Mr. Whit- 


bread. Mr. Whitbread's objections. The King run- 


neth a rig on his hoſt. Mr. Whitbread thanketh 
Majeſty. Miſs Whitbread curtſieth. The 9 
dippeth. The cavalcade departeth. 


a 


| Peter tirumpheth. Admoniſheth the Laureat. 


Peter croweth over the Laureat. Diſcovereth deep 


| knowledge of Kings, and ſurgeons, and men who 
have loſt their legs. Peter reaſoneth. Vaunteth. 


Even inſulteth the Laureat. Peter proclaimeth his 


peaceable diſpoſition. Praiſeth Majeſty, and conclud- 


eth with a prayer for curious is Kings, 
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INSTRUCTIONS, . 


OM, ſoon as eber thou ſtrik'ſt thy golden lyre, 
Thy brother Peter's muſe is all on fire, 
' To ſing of Kings and Queens, and ſuch rare folk; 


Yet midſt thy heap of compliments ſo fine, 
Say, may we venture to believe a line? 


You Oxtord wits moſt dearly love a joke. 


Son of the Nine, thou writeſt well on nought— | 
Thy thun d'ring ſtanza, and its pompous thought, 


I think muſt put a dog into a laugh: 


Edward and Harry, were much braver men 
Than this new chriſten'd hero of thy pen; 


"Is laurell'd ode. men, braver far, by half. 


Tho- on Blackhead, and Wimbledon” s vide plain, 
George keeps his hat off in a ſhow'r of rain; 

| Sees ſwords and bayonets without a dread, 

Nor at a volley winks, nor ducks his head. 


Although 


And leaves at fix o'clock his downy neſt, 


t N 1 
Although at grand reviews he ſeems ſo bleſt, 


Dead to the charms of blanket, wife, or bolſters ; 
Unlike his officers, who fond of cramming, 
And at reviews, afraid of thirſt and famine, 


With bread and cheeſe and brandy fill their holſters. 


Sure, Tom, we ſhould do juſtice to Queen Beſs, 
His preſent Majeſty, whom Heav'n long bleſs 


With wiſdom, wit, and arts of choiceſt quality, 
Will never get, I fear, ſo fine a niche 


As that old queen, tho? often call'd old b—ch, 


In 1 $ colofſal houſe of N 


As for 1 Dryden? 8 Charles—chat King 


Indeed was never any mighty thing— 


He merited few honours from the pen 


And yet he was a dev'liſh hearty fellow, 
Enjoy'd his girl and bottle—and got mellow 


And ure compuny with Gentlemen. 


For like ſome kings, in hobby grooms, 
| Knights of the manger, curry- combs, and brooms 
Loſt to all glory, Charles did not delight 


Nor jok'd by day with pages, ſervant-maids, 
Large, red poll'd, blowzy, hard two-hand jades : 
Indeed I know n not what Charles did by nights _ 
Reader, 
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Reader, I am of candour a great loyer, | 


In ſhort, Pm candour's ſelf all over; 


Sweet as a candied cake from top to toe, 


Make it a rule that Virtue ſhall be prais d, 
And humble Merit from her bum be rais d: 
What thinkeſt thou of Peter now ? 


Thou crieſt, « Oh! how falſe ! behold thy King, 


„ Of whom thou ſcarcely ſay'ſt a handſome thing; 


« That King hath virtues that ſhould make thee 


« fare.” 
Is it ſo ?—then the ſin's in me— — 
'Tis my vile optics that can't ſee 


Then pray for them, when next thou ſay'lt a 


pray r. 


But DOE aloft on his imperial throne, 


So diſtant, O ye Gods! from ev'ry one; 


The royal virtues are, like many a ftar, * 


From this our pygmy ſyſtem rather far; 


Whole light, tho flying ever ſince creation, 
Hath not yet pitch'd upon our nation. 


Such was the ſublime opinion of the Dutch aftropomer ” 


ee 


„ Then 


L 386 J 
Then may the royal ray be ſoon explor'd— 
And, Thomas, if thou'lt ſwear thou a art not hum- 
| ming, 
PII take my ſpying-glaſs, and bring thee word, 
The inſtant 1 behold it coming. 


But, Thomas Warion, without joking, 
Ari thou, or art thou not, thy Sovereign ſmoking 
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Ho can thou ſeriouſly declare | 

That George the Third 
With Creſſy's Edward can compare, 5 
| Or Harry ?—'tis too bad, upon my word. 
1 1 George is a clever King, I needs muſt own, 
| | And cuts a jolly gute © on the throne. 
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Now thou exclaim'ſt, 925 . d rot it, Peter, pray, = 
6 What to the devil ſhall I ſing or fay! 3 355 


VII tell thee 4 O tuneful Tom TE, 
Sing how a Monarch, when his ſon was dying, 
His gracious eyes and ears were cdifying, 

By Abbey company, and kettle-drum : 
Leaving that ſon to death and the phyſician, 
Between two fires—a forlorn-hope condition ; 
| Two poachers, who make man their game, 
And, ſpecial markſmen! ſeldom miſs their aim. 
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Say tho' the Monarch did not ſee his ſon, 


He kept aloof through fatherly affection 


Determin'd nothing ſhould be done 


To bring e on uſeleſs tears and diſmal recolleQion. 


For what can tears avail, and piteous fighs ? 
Death heeds not howls, nor dripping eyes: 
And what are ſighs and tears but wind and water, 


T hat ſhew the leakineſs of feeble nature 


5 thou' wich my Faile not quairel= 


Like air and any ſort of drink, 
| Whizzing and oozing through each chink, 


: That proves the weakneſs of the barrel. 


Say for the Prince, when wet was ev'ry eye, 


And thouſands pour'd to Heav'n the pitying ſigh 
Devout; 


Say how a Kine, 85 to dilſemble, 
„ Order'd the Siddons to bis Houſe, and Kemble, 


To Spout : 


Gare them i ice creams and wines, fo dear! 


Who ne er could get till then, a thimbleful of beer — 


1 they've thank'd the author of this metre, 


Videlicet, the moral mender Peter, 5 
"Dad 2: :: Who 


3 
Who in his Ove on Ove did dare exelaim, 
And call ſuch royal avarice a ſhame. 
5 Say—but I'll teach thee how to /ay an Ode, 
Thus ſhall thy labours viſit Fame's abode 
In company with my immortal lay 
And look, Tom—thus I fire away x | 
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IRTH-DAY ODE. 


Ils day, this very day gave birck 

Not to the brig hte monarch upon earth, 
Becauſe there are fome brighter, and as big— 
Who love the arts that man exalt to heavin— 
George loves them Tikewife when they're giw 'n 
10 four - legg'd gentry, chriſten'd dog and pig, ft 

| Whoſe acts in this our unenlighten'd nation 
Have much improv'd the Britiſh education. 


Full of che art of brewing beer, 8 

The Monarch heard of Mr. Whitbread's W 
Quoth he one day unto the Queen, © My dear, 

„ Whitbread hath got a marvellous great name; 


« Shame, ſhame, we have not yet this brewhoule 
— | 


Thus! laid che Ring unto the Queen, 


* * 8 * 1 8 A 
ha NS At ns 
2 — 
— e * 
RISES. VI” OR 8 
* 


* — — or—_ es, oi eat 2 n „ 
: * — pe ", 5 
— 


— — 
. — — 


7 The dancing dogs and 11. pig have formed a coakderable 
. part of the royal amuſement. 


: Red ; 


* * — 
1 
4 K r 
* 
p — 


— . . — — 
— L * 5 = ws 
- 


18 
Red hot with novelty's delightful rage, 
To Mr. Whitbread forth he ſent a page, 
Io fay that Majeſty propos'd to view, 
With thirſt of knowledge deep inflam'd, 


His vats, and tubs, and hops, and hogſheads fam'd, 
And learn the noble ſecret how to brew. 


..Of ſack wnthorght of honour, proud, 
Moſt lowly Mr. Whitbread bow'd; 
Zo humbly, ſo the humble ſtory goes, 
He touch'd ev'n gerra firma with his noſe 5 
Then ſaid unto the page, hight Billy Ramus, 
Happy are we that our King ſhould name us 
As worthy unto Majeſty to ſhew, | 
How very dext'rouſly we brew. 
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Away ſprung Billy Ramus quick as thought: | 
4328 To Majeſty the welcome tidings brought; 1 
1 | ; Then told how Whitbread ſtar'd like any lake, 4 
== And trembled—then the civil things he faid— 
' On which the King did Tmile and nod his head; | 
i} | For Monarchs love to ſee their ſubjects quake: | 
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Such horrors unto Kings moſt pleaſant are, 

Proclaiming rev'rence and humility— = 
0X Es | High thoughts too all thoſe ſhaking fits declare 55 5 
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In a ſnug corner chriſten'd Chiſwell- ſtrect. 


. 
People of worſhip, wealth, and birth, 


Look on the humbler ſons of earth, 


Indeed in a moſt humble light, God knows! 
High ſtations are like Dover's tow'ring cliffs, 


Where ſhips below appear like little ſkiffs, 


The 88 walking on 188 ſtrand, like crow. 


Muſe, ing the ſtir that Mr. Whitbread made; 
Poor gentleman, molt terribly afraid, 5 


He ſhould not charm enough his gueſts divine 
His meids had all new aprons, gowns, and ſmocks, ; 


And lo! two hundred pounds were ſpent in frocks 8 


To make th apprentices and draymen fene. 


Buſy as posten i in a fietd of clover, 
Dogs, cats, and chairs, and ſtools were tumbled 


Over 


Amidſt the Whitbread-rout of preparation 
To treat the lofty Ruler of the nation. 


Now mov'd King, Queen, and Princeſſes ſo grand, 
Io viſit the firſt brewer in the land 


Who ſometimes drank his beer and munch'd his meat 


Lord 


L 392 ] 


Lord Ayleſbury, and Denbigh's Lord a{o, 
His Grace the Duke of Montague /ikewy/2, 
With Lady Harcourt join'd the rarce-/bow, 
And fix'd all Smithfield's marv'ling eyes 
For lo! a greater ſhow ne er grac'd thoſe quarters, — 
Since 8 juſt like crabs, the martyrrs. 8 


Arriv d, the King broad inn 1 and gave a nod = 
To Mr. Whitbread, who had God 3 
Come with his angels, to behold his beer; 5 =_ 
With more reſpef he never could have met— - 
Indeed the man was in a ſweat, = 
So much He brewer did the wing revere, 5 | 4 


| Her Majeſty 3 to 3 1 5 

| Light as a feather then the King did ſkip, 
And aſk'd a thouſand queſtions, with a laugh, 
Before poor Whitbread well could anſwer half, 1 


Reader! my Ode ſhould have a femile— | 1 
Well! in Jamaica, on a tam' rind tre, 
Five hundred parrots, gabbling juſt like Jews, 
I faw—ſuch noiſe the feather'd imps did make 9 
As made my pericranium ake— t 
Aſking and * parrot news: 


7. 5 


2 


Thus was the brewhouſe AIP with gabbling noiſe, 
Whilſt draymen, and the brewer! - boys, 
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Did eat the queſtions which the King did aſk: '1 
In diffrent parties, were they ſtaring ſeen, | — 
Wond'ring to think they ſaw a King and Queen, 

| Behind a tub were ſome, and * behind a caſk. 
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Some draymen forc'd themſelves (a pretty luncheon) 
Into the mouths of many a gaping punchcon, 
And thro? the bung-hole wink'd with curious eye, 
To view, and be aſſur'd what fort of things 
A Were Princeſſes, and Queens, and Kings; 
For whoſe moſt lofty ſtation thouſands ſiga! 
And lo! of all the gaping puncheon clan, 
Few were the mouths that had not got a man! 
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Nou Majeſty into a pump 10 deep 

Did with an opera glaſs of Dolland peep, 
Examining with care each wond'rous matter 
That 8 up water 
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= Thus have 1 ſcen a magpyie in the ſtreet, 
Þ | A chatt'ring bird we often meet, 

s A bird for curiofity well known, 

1 1 5 With head awry, 

+1 „„ cunning eye, 

Peep knowingly into a marrow-bone. 


And now hie curious M——y did top . 
lo count the nails on ev'ry hoop: of 
= Eee: And — + Io 
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And lo! no ſingle thing came in his way . 
That full of deep reſearch he did not ſay: 4 . 
„ What's this? he, he? what” $ that; what s this: |: 
_ what's that?” 5 
=_ | 80 quick the words too, when he aeign'd to enk, 
N I | As if each ſyllable would break its neck. 
[4 1 Thus too the world of great whilſt others crawl, | 
ww Our Sovereign peeps into the world of ſmall: ö 
1 Thus microſcopic geniuſes explore . | 
' | Things that too oft provoke the public ſcorn, -Þ 
1 Yet ſwell of uſeful knowledges the ſtore, | 
| | By finding ſyſtems 1 in a pepper: corn. 
e Now Mr. Whitbread, Far ea did declare, 


To make the Majeſty of England ſtare, 
| That he had butts enough, he knew, 
Plac'd ide br ide, would reach along to K Kew. 


FFP 


| On Which the King with wonder fwiftly cry'd, 
© What? if they reach to Kew then, fide by fide, 
„What would they do plac'd end to end??? 
To whom, with knitted calculating brow, 

The Man of Beer moſt ſolemnly did vow, | 
Almoſt to Windſor that they would extend; 
On which the King, with wond"ring mien, 
Repeated it unto the ꝛvond ring Queen : 


On 
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On which, quick turning round his halter*d head, 
The brewer's horſe with face aſtoniſh'd neigh'd; 
The brewer's dog too pour'd a note of thunder, 

Rattled his TO; and TOs tail for wonder. 


Now did the King for other beers enquire, : 
For Calvert's, Jordan's, Thrale's entire— 
And after talking of theſe diff'᷑rent beers, 
Aſk'd Whitbread if his porter equall'd theirs? 


This was a puzzling diſagreeing queſtion, 


Grating like arſenic on his hoſt's digeſtion ; 
A kind of queſtion to the Man of Caſk 
That not ev'n SOLOMON himſelf would aſk, 


Now Majeſty, alive to knowledge, took 
A very pretty memorandum- book, 5 


With gilded leaves of aſſes ſkin ſo white, 


And in it legibly began to write—- 


Memorandum. 


A charnung place beneath the grates 


For roaſting cheſnuts or potatcs. 


Mem. 


*Tis hops that gives a bitterneſs to beer— - 
Hops grow in Kent, ſavs Whitbread, and elſewhere. 


Fo | 
2 U "4 | 
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Are. 


Is there no cheaper ſtuff? where does it dwell-— 
Would not horſe aloes bitter it as well? 


Mer em. 


To try it ſoon on our ſmall beer— 


*Twill fave us ſev'ral pounds a year. 


Men. 


To remenber t to forget to aſk 


Old Whitbread to my houſe one c day. 
| Mem. 


Net to forget to whe of beer the caſk, 
The brewer offer 'd in, away. 


Now having pencil'd he remarks "5 for 3 


Sharp as the point indeed of a new pin, 


8 His Majeſty his watch moſt ſagely view'd, 


And then put up his aſſes ſkin. 
To. Whitbread now deign'd Majeſty to ſay, 
6 ' Whitbread, are all Jour horſes fond of 9 


„ Ves, pleaſe your Majeſty, T In kamble notes, 


The brewer anfwer'd—** Alſo, Sir, of oats, 


Another thing my horſes too maintains 
And that, an't pleaſe your Majeſty, are grains.” 


46 Grains? 
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„ Grains? grains! ?” ſaid MF ce to fall their 
8 1 

« Grains? grains —that come from hops—yes, 
0 © WOPbe _ hops.” 


Here was the King like n ſometimes, at fault— 

e Sire, cry'd the humble brewer, 6 Fire me 
ee leave 

« Your ſacred Majeſty to undeceive, 


66 Crs. 8 are never made from beps, bur 


_ True,” faid the cautious Monarch, with a ſmile : 
From malt, malt, malt—1 meant malt all the 

8 while.” . 
we Yes, ” with the ſweeteſt bow, rejoin'd the brewer, 
“ An't pleaſe your Majeſty, you did I'm ſure,” 
Les,“ anſwer'd Majeſty, with quick reply, 
A 161d, I did, I did, 1. I, I, 1.“ 5 


8 Reader, whene'er thou dal h e noſe 
That bright with many a ruby glows; 

Dat noſe thou may'ſt pronounce, nay ſafely ſwear, 
Was nurs'd on ſomething better than ſmall beer. 


Thus when thou findeſt Kings in brewing, wiſe— 
In Nat'ral Hiſt'ry holding lofty ſtation ; 
Thou may'ſt conclude with marv'ling eyes, 
e * have had a goodly education 


Now 


Now did the King admire the bell ſo fine, 
That daily aſks the draymen all to dine: 


To ſhow it was a bell, and had a e 


And now before their Sovereign's Gris eye, 


On which th' obſervant Man who fills a Throne, = 
Declar'd the Pigs were valtly like his « 0WN, 


N ow did his Majeſty fo gracious ſay 
To Mr. Whitbread, in his flying way, 


er Hz, Whitbread, when dye think | to leave off a 


0 


. 
c 


6 dee, I've heard fo—yes, yes, lo I'm told: 


3 


On which the bell rung out (how very proper HJ 


Parents and children, fine, fat, hopeful ſprigs, N 
All ſnufflng, ſquinting, grunting, in their ſtye, . 
Appear'd the brewer's tribe of handſome pigs: 1 


« Whitbread, dye nick thi Excifeman now and 
ce than? 


c trade? 
Hz, what ? Miſs Whitbread's nin a maid, a maid ? : 
What, what's the matter with the men ? oy 


LA) 
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© You'll be Lord May'r—Lord May'r one day 


* Don't, don' t the fine for Sheriff pay 
« PII prick you ev'ry year man, I declare : 


Tes, Whitbread—yes, yes—you wall be Lord 


ee Mayer. REY 
66 Whit 


Whitbread, d'ye eep a coach or Job one, pray? 


Now Whitbr cad inward laid, © May I be curſt 
If I know what to anſwer fire.” 3 


| But ere the man of malt an anſwer found, 
Quick on his heel, 1o, Majefty turn'd rod; 


Kings 3 in b Hhould be ſtrong— _ 


Tor tis a maxim I've adopted long, 


Reader, didſte ever ſee a water- ſpout? GS 


Well then! he makes a moſt inſernal rout : 


With huge proboſcis reaching from the ſky, 
As if he meant to drink the ocean dry: 
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« Job, job, that's 88 that's beſt, that's 
ce beſt 


« You put your liv'ries on your . 


« Hex, Whitbread Lou have feather'd well 
.. your neſt. | 1 
„ What is the price now, ba, of all your ſtock ? i bf 
40 But, Whitbread, what” 8 0 clock, e what” = Rs : | 
-" "RM clock . 5 A 


* 


Then ſearch'd his brains with ruminating eye — 
Skip d off, and baulk'd the pleafire of Fog: 


From curioſity doth wiſdom flow: 


The more a man enguires, the more he'll Enorv. 


* 


yl 


Tis poſlible that thou wilt anſwer, . No.” 


Sucks like an elephant the waves below 


At 
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At length þ full he can't hold one drop more 
He burſts down ruſh the waters with a bar. 


Thus have I ſeen a Monarch at reviews. 
Suck from the tribe of officers the news, 


Then bear in triumph off each wondrous matter, 


And wuſe it on the Queen with e ee 1. 


1 always would adviſe folks to aſk queſtions— 


For truly, queſtions are the keys of knowledge : : 


Soldier that forage for the Mind's digeſtions— 


Cut figures at th' Old Bailey, and at College: 


- Make Chancellors, Chief Juſtices, and Judges, 
Eve n of the my green- — drudges. EB: 


The Sages ſay Dame T cull aclights to dwell, 
Strange manſion ! in the bottom of a well— - 

| Queſtions are then the windlaſs and the rope 
That pull the grave old gentlewoman up. 
Damn jokes then, and unmannerly ſuggeſtions. 


Lanes wor Kings for king ns 


Now having well mn his royal lungs 


On nails, hoops, ftaves, pumps, barrels and thei: 
d bungs, 


* This alludes to the late Dr. Johnſon? 8 gk: on a Great 
Perſonage, for a laudable — in the 3 $ Library, ſome 


years ſince. 


The 
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The King and Co. ſat down to a collation, 
Of fleſh, and fiſh, and fowl of ev'ry nation. 


Dire was the clang of plates, of knife and fork, 2 
That merc'leſs fell like tomohawks to work, 
And fearleſs ſcalp'd the fowl, the fiſh, and cattle, 
Whilſt W hitbread, in the rear beheld the battle. 


17 Thę conqu'ring Monarch ſtopping to take breath 
— Amidſt the regiments of death, 
Now turn'd to Whitbread with complacence 
round, 
And merry chus addreſs'd thi Man of Beer— 
© Whitbread, is't true? is't true? I hear, I ny 
« Youre of an ancient een d— 
What? what? Pm told that you're a limb 
5 Of Py, that famous fellow Pym: 
What, Whitbread; is it true what people ſay ? 2 
Jon of; a Round- head « are you? ba? haz? he? 


N 1 


FE Im told chat you ſend Bibles to your votes 

A fniffling round- headed lociety ne 
Pray'r books inſtead of caſh to buy them coats 

© Bunyans, and Practices of Piety: 


* 


C\ 


7 Your Bedford votes would with to change their 
; « fare, 
ce Rather ſce call yes, yes—than books of pray r. 2 


FF a fn 66; Thir- 
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But ah! A diff rent reaſon, waz 1 fear 5 
It was not age that made the Man of Beer 


The tale of Marg'ret's knife, and royal fright, 


He mock'd the pray'r * too, by the Ling appointed, 
5 Ev' n by bimfelfy the Lord's Anointed— 


man, who only held out a {mall knife | in a piece of white paper: 


[ 4 ] 


“ Thirtieth of January don't you feed? 
Tes, yes, you eat calſ's head, you eat calf's head, 


Now having wonders done on fleſh, fowl, and fiſh, 


Whole hoſts o'erturn'd—and ſeiz'd on all ſupplics, 


The royal viſitors expreſs'd a with 


To turn to Houle of Buckingham their eyes. 


But firſt the Meant ſo Pole, 3 
Aſk'd Mr. Whitbread if he'd be a Knight, 


Unwilling in the liſt to be enroll'd, 


Whitbread contemplated the Knights of Pes, 
Then to his Sov'reign made a à leg, 


And ſaid, He was afraid he was foo old. 
<« He thank'd however his moſt gracious King, þ 
cc For offering to make him ſuch 2 TH I NG. 55 | 


The proffer'd honour of the Monarch ſhun : 


Had almoſt made him damn the name of Knight : 8 
A tale that farrow'd ſuch a world of fun. 


— TG RO. 3 


5 Ta the miraculous eſcape from a poor innocent inſane wo · 


for her Sovereign to vie w. 


1 3 1 
A foe to fa F too is he, let me tell ye, 
And, tho? a Preſbyterian, cannot think 
Heav'n (quarrelling with meat and drink) 
Joys in ne grumbling of an e . 


Now from the table with Cæſarean air 
Up roſe the Monarch with his laurell d brow, 
When Mr. Whitbread waiting on his chair, 
Expreſs'd much thanks, much]! joy, and made 
dow. 


Miſs Whitbread now fo thick her antes drops, 
Thick as her honour'd father's Kentiſh hops, 
Which hoplike curtſies were return'd by oo. 
That never hurt the royal knees and hips ; 


|. For hips and knees of Qucens are ſacred Sings, 
TE That only bend on gala days 

| - Before the beſt of Kings, 

| When odes of triumph ſound his praiſe. 


Now through a thund'ring peal of loud buen, 
Proceeding ſome from hir'd and unhir'd jaws, 
The raree ſnow thought proper to retire; 
Whilſt Mr. Whitbread and his daughter fair 


OG Survey'd all Chiſwell-Street with lofty air, 
LE. For 10 1 7 felt themſelves ſome ſix feet higher. 
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Fff 2 Such, 


L 4⁰ } 
Such, Thomas, is the way to write! / 
Thus ſhould the Birth day Song indite: | 


Then ſtick to earth, and leave the lofty Ay, 
No more of i tum tum, and ti tum 11. 


Thus ſhould an honeſt Laurcat write of Kings— 


Not praiſe them for imaginary things: 
Townl cannot make my {ubborn rhy me : 
Call every King a character ſublime- 

For Conſcience will not ſuffer me to wander 
80 very witely from the paths of Candour. 


1 know full well fone Kings * * are to be ſeen, pe 
Jo whom my verſe ſo bold would give the ſpleen, 
: Should that bold verſe declare they wanted brains— 
1 won't ſay that they never brain poſſeſs'd— : 
They may have been with ſuch a preſent bleſs'd, 
And therefore fancy that ſome ill remains: 


For ev 'ry well experiene 4 ſurgeon knows 
That men who with their /egs have parted, 
Swear that they've felt a pain in all their lose, 
And often at the twinges faried : 
Then flared upon their oaken ſlumps in vain! 
Piancying the toes were all come back again. 


Foreign Kings. 
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If men then, who their ab/ent ioes have mourn'd, 


Can fancy thoſe ſame toes at times return'd; 
So Kings, in matters of intelligences, 
May _ they have fumbled e on their * 


ves, Tom mine is the way of writing Ode— 


Why lifteſt thou thy pious eyes to God? 
Strange diſappointment in thy looks I read; 


And now 1 hear thee in proud triumph cry, 


ls this an action, Peter? this a deed 


« Jo raiſe a Monarch to the ſky? 


00 © Tubs, porter, pumps, vats, all the Whitbread 


by throng, N 
00 Rare things to figure in the Muſe” 8 ſong! oy 


Thomas, 1 here protell 1 want no quarrels. 
On Kings and brewers, porter, pumps and barrels— 


Far from the dove-like Peter be ſuch ſtrife ! 


| But this I tell thee, Thomas, for a fact, 
Thy Cæſar never did an at 


More wife, more glorious, in | his life. 


Now God preſerve all wonder- hunting Kings, | 


Whether at Windſor, Buckingham or Kew. houſe, 


: And may they never do more fooliſh things 


I han n viſiting Sam Whitbread and his brew-houſe. 
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ETER Garkghy expodalateth with Thomas on 
his unprecedented filence on the royal perfec- 
tions in his laſt New- year's-Ode. Giveth Thomas a 
Jobation. Inſtructeth Thomas in his trade. Talketh 
of Heralds, Moles, Field-mice, arid General Carpenter. 
Telleth a ſtrange ſtory of the General. Commendeth 
| Majeſty, and laudeth his love of money, with delicious 
 femiles. Peter informeth Thomas how he might have 
praiſed Majeſty for piety and economy, Peter's great 
knowledge of Nature. He talketh of her diflerent 
manufactures. Peter praiſeth the royal Proclamation 
for leaving off fin, and reforming fiddling courtiers 
and others. Mrs. Walſingham not able to fin on a 
Sunday—nor my Lady Young—nor my Lord of 
EkK!ueter—nor my Lord Brudenell—whoſe excellence 
in attending on the Rump Royal, Peter highly extol- 
leth— nor the Welſh King Watkyn—whoſe poor vio- 
lencello Peter pitieth—nor my Lord of Saliſbury.— 
Peter intimateth an intended reform among cats and 
dogs, pigeons, wrens, ſparrows, and poultry. Love 
between the aforeſaid animals to be ſeverely puniſh'd 
if made on the Lord's day. Monday the moſt decent 
day. Sir John Dick giveth up Sunday Concerts for 
-  godlineſs. Sir John's ſtar his great hobby horſe. Lords 
Hlampden and Choltnondeley reproved for profaning 
the Sabhath by a full orcheſtra, while the King en - 
- joyeth only wind inſtruments. Peter relateth a ſad tale 
8 88 of 
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of German Muſicians, and concludeth with a pathetic 


ſimile of a woodcock. Peter returneth from digreſſion 


to Thomas. Peter aſketh ſhrewd queſtions of Thomas. 


Telleth adelectable little hiſtory of the King and ſcratch 
wigs. Declareth love for Majeſty. Praiſeth the Partner- 


ſhip. Peter denieth all odium towards his Sovereign, 
for a jealouſy of the Prince of Wales, for his rage for 
Handel, and enthufiaſm for Mr. Weſt. Peter giveth 
two fimiles. Peter telleth a tale. Peter {till infiſteth on 
love for Majeſty. Inſtanceth royal magnanimity— 
ending with curioſity and national advantage. Peter 
ſnoweth the King's ſuperiority to the Prince in the ar - 


ticle of books. The royal wardrobe's ſuperiority to the 


ſhops in Monmouth-Street. Peter expreſſeth more 8 
love for Majeſty. A tale. Peter maketh a marvellous 


diſcovery of the cauſe of Thomas's ſilence in the arti- 


dle of royal flattery. His Majeſty too much bedaubed. 
The King ſhutteth up Thomas's mouth. Peter telleth 
Thomas how he ſhould have managed, Peter deſcri- 


beth a devil. Enquireth for Modeſty. Findeth her. 


Giveth a lovely picture of Miſs Morning—and her 


loyal ſpeech to Peter. Peter cannot exi/? nor fubſs/t 


without Kings. Peter citeth the world's opinion of 
him. Peter finely anſwereth it. Peter ſeemeth glad. 
He aſketh a ly queſtion about Cartoons. Peter telleth 
an uncommon ſtory, Peter continueth talking about 
Cartoons. Feareth that they are in jeopardy. Peter 
concludeth with ſublime /imiles of trout, eels, whales, 


goats, ſheep, and good advice to Thomas. 
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BROTHER PETER 


TS 


I LIFE! Thomas, what hath. {wallow'd all the 
praiſe? — | 


ot royal virtues not the ſlighteſt mention! 


Strung, like mock pearl, ſo lately on thy lays ! 


Tell me, a bankrupt, Tom, 1s thy invention ? 


How cou'dſt thou ſo thy Patron's fame forget, 
As not to pay, of praiſe, the annual debt? 


Whitehead and Cibber, all the Laureat Throng, 
To Fame's fair Temple, twice a year, _ 
Some royal virtues, real or invented, 


In all the ow ſublimity of ſong. 


G g 8 1 Heralds 


e e 


[an] 
Heralds To kind for many a chance-born wight, 
Creeping from cellars, juſt like ſnails from earth; 
Or moles, or field- mice, ſtealing into light, 
Forge Arms to prove a loftineſs of birth; 
Tracing of each ambitious Sir and Madam 
The branches to the very trunk of Adam. : 


7 R 2 "ou 
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Then why not thou, the herald, Tom, of chime, 
Still bid thy Royal Maſter ſoar ſublime? 

| Bards ſhine in fiction; then how ſweet a thing | 
To make a coat of merit for bl _ ol 


| Know, General Carpenter had been a theme 

For a pretty a pretty lyric dream; 

Once a monopoliſt of nod and ſmile : 

| of broken ſentences and queſtions rare, 
Of ſnipſnap whiſpers ſweet, and grin, and ſtare, 1 
For which thy muſe would travel many a mile. 


But lo! the General, for a crying ſin, 
Loſt broken ſentences, and nod, and grin, 1 
And ſtare and ſnipſnap of the beſt of Kings; F 
The fin, the crying fin, of rambling = — 
Where Oſnaburgh's good Biſhop, gambling, 
Loſt ſome few golden feathers from his vings „ 


: Which made thi . n run . drown; 35 
Such were the horrors of the royal frown! 
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5 For lo! His Mx moſt roundly ſwore 
I He'd nod to General Carpenter no more. 


| Oh! glorious love of all-commanding money! 
Dear to ſome Monarchs, as to Bruin, honey; 
Dear as to gamblers, pigeons fit to pluck ; 
Or ſhow'rs to hackney coachmen or a duck! 


Thomas, thy lyrics might have prais'd the King 
For making finners mind the Sabbath day, 
Bidding the idle ſons of pipe and ſtring, Rs 
Inſtead of ſcraping gs, ſing pfalms and pray; 
Thus piouſly (againſt their inclination) | 
Dragooning ſouls unto ſalvation. I 


: T he Menarch FROG up Mr. Rp Bate, 1 80 
With that ſweet nightingale his lovely mate; 
W bo with the organ and one fiddle 
Made up a Concert every Sunday night: 
Thus yielding Majeſties ſupreme delight, 
Who reliſh cheapneſs e' en in tweedle tweedle. 


For Nature We oft a kind 


Of money-loving, ſcraping, ſave-all mind, 
That happy en! in the nat' ral thought 
Of getting e ev Pr) ng for nought ; 


From 


e 
From Delhi's diamond's to a Briſtol ſtone ; 
From royal eagles to a ſquawling parrot ; 3 
F rom Bulls of Baſan to a marrow-bone ; 
From rich ananas to a mawkiſh carrot : 


And getting things for nought, I needs muſt ſay, 
It not the noble 556, is the —_— ye 


And aden Nature manufactures tuff 
That thinks it never hath enough; 
Hoarding up treaſure never once enjoying | 
Such is the compoſition of ſome ſouls ! 
: Like jackdaws all their cunning art employing, 
In hiding knives, | and forks, and ſpoons, in 
holes. =] 


Lo! by the pious Monarchs proclamation, 
The courtier Amateurs of this fair nation 
On Sundays con their Bibles—make no riot— — 
The ſtubborn Uxbridge, muſic-loving Lord, 
Pays dumb obedience to the royal word, 
And bids the royal inſtruments lie quiet. 
Sweet Miſtreſs Walſingham is forc'd to pray, 
And turn her eyes up much againſt her will; 
Sandwich ſings pſalms too, in his pious way; 
And Lady Young forbears the tuneful trill: 
And very politic is Lady Young, # 
A huſband muſt not ſuffer for a ſong. 


a 


The 
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The gentle Exeter his treat gave up, 
80 us'd upon the ſweet repaſt to ſup; 
? As eager for his Sunday quaver diſh, 
As cats and rav nous Aldermen for fiſh. 


: Link Brudenell, too, a Lord with lofey . 
L Bringing to mind a verſe the world well knows; ; 
Againſt ſublimity that rather wars; 
Which i in an Almanack all eyes may ſee: 
God gave to man an upright form, t that he 
TT. . view the Stars.“ 


Ss. 1 hs: this watchful Lord, . boaſts the knack, 
2 g Bebind His Sacred Majeſty's great back, 
Of placing for his latter end a chair 

Better than any Lord (ſo ſays Fame's trump) 
3 That ever waited on the royal rump, 
= 80 ſwift his motions, and ſo ſweet his air: : 


| Who, if His Majeſty but cok n 5 
| Irembles for fear the King ſhould kick up; 
: Drops, with concern, his jaw—with horror freezes, 
Or ſmiles “ God bleſs you, Es. uhene er he 
enen; 
This Lord, 1 ſay, uprais'd his convert chin, 
And curs'd the concert for a crying fin. 
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And 1 tally "was Aa very n nat ra ee 


For when King Watkyn ſcrubbeth him———dlack! 
Ihe inſtrument, like one upon the rack, 
Sends forth ſuch horrid, Inquiſition groans ! 


Thus though in concert politics the Knight 
| Battled with Miſtreſs Walſingham outright ; 
Yet both agreed to lift their palms, 

7 Not in hoſtilities, 1 nging plalms. 


Thus did the royal mandate through the town, 
Knock nearly all the Sunday concerts down!! 
Great act! ere long 'twill be a fin and ſhame Bi 
For cats to warble out an am'rous flame . | 
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King Watkyn, from the land of lecks and cheeſe, 
With ſighs, forbore his baſs to ſeize ; 
With huge concern he dropp'd his Sunday airs, 


And grumbled out in Welch his thankleſs prap'r S. 


The baſs, indeed, Te Deum ſung, 
Glad on the ww: to be Woes 


Poor, inoffenfive baſs ! 


Enough to pierce the hearts of ſtones! 


Sa ſbury was allo order'd to reform, 


Who, with my Lady, thought it vaſtly odd, 


Thus to be forc'd, like ſailors in a ſtorm, 5 
Againſt their wills to pray to Gd. =—_ 
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Dogs ſhall be whipp'd for making love on Sunday, : 
Who very well may put it off to Monday, 


* 


Nay, more the royal piety to prove; | 


And aid the pureſt of all pure religions; 
8 To Bridewell ſhull be ſent all cooing pigeons, 


And cocks and hens be laſh'd for making love : 


| Sparrows and wrens be ſhot from barns and houſes, 
For being _— civil to their ours. 


Poor Sir John Dick was, lamb -like, heard to bleat 


At loſing ſuch a Sunday's treat 
Sir John, the happy owner of a PRE 


Which radiant honour on ſurtoutes he ſtitches ; 


Lamenting faſhion doth not ſtretch fo far 


As ſewing them on waiſtcoats and on breeches ; 
Which thus would pour a blaze of filver day, 
And make the Knight a perfect milky way. 


Vet Hampden, Cholmond'ly, thoſe ſinful ſhavers, 
Rebellious, riot in their Sabbath quavers; 


Thus flying in the face of our great King, 


Prophane God's r2/ing day with wind and ſtring; 
_ Whilſt on the Terrace, midſt his German band, 
On Sunday evenings George is pleas'd to ſtand 
Contented with a /imple tune alone, 


« God fave great George our ir King,” or |Bobbing 


Joan; _ 
i omen 


Stay, Muſe 


BY 


Whilſt Cherubs, leaning from their ſtarry height, 


Wink at each other, and enjoy the ſight: 
And Satan, from a lurking hole, 

Fond of a feeming-godly ſoul, 

His eyes and ears ſcarce able to beliere. 5 


_ Laughs 1 in his fleeve. 


Whoſe horrid fortune made ſome litile noiſe ; 5 


Sent for to take of Engliſhmen the places, 
Who, gall'd by ſuch hard treatment, made * 


faces. 5 


Sent for they were, to feed in feld of clover, 


Jo feaſt upon the Coldſtream regiment's fat: 


| Swift with their empty ſtomachs they flew « over, 


And wider than a Kevenhuller hat. 


the mention of the German band 
 Bringeth a tale oppreſſive, to my hand, _ 
| Relating to a tribe of German boys, 


But ah! their knives no veal nor mutton carv'd! 5 


To feaſts they went indeed, but went and ſtarv'd 

Their Maſters, raptur'd with the tuneful treat, 
Forgot muſicians like themſelves cou'd eat. 
bus the poor woodcock leaves his frozen ſhores, 
When tyrant Winter ' midſt his tempeſt roars: 


Invited by our milder ſky, he roves; 


Views the pure ſtreams with joy, and ſhelt” 


Broves, 


ring. 


And 
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1 turn, dear Thomas, to thy Ode again. 


What! make A aſh to bulk thy maller 8 gums! 
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And in one hour, Oh! ſad reverſe of fate! 
Is ſhot, and ſmokes upon a poacher's plate 
Thus ending a ſweet epiſodic ſtrain, 


A pudding, and forget the plums! 


Mercy upon us! what a cook art thou! 


Dry e'en already! (hat a fad milch cow !— 
Who ga: ſt, at firſt, of fame ſuch flowing palls! 


Say, Thomas, what thy lyric udder ails? 


Since truth belo ongs not to the laureat trade, 


Tis ſtrange, tis palking frrange, thou didſt not 
flatter: 


Speak in light . wages paid ? 


Or was thy pipe of ſack half fill'd with water? 


Or haſt thou, Tom, been cheated of thy dues ? 
Or hath a qualm of conſcience touch'd thy Muſe ? 


Thou might'ſt have prais'd for dignity of pride 


Diſplay'd not long ago among the Cooks : 


_ Searching the kitchen with ſagacious looks; 


Wigs, chriſten'd ſcratches, on their heads he ſpied. 


To find a Wig on a Cook's head 
Jul like the wig that grac d Ris OWN, 
Was verily a bght too dicad. 
Fnough to turn a king 0 done 


13h * 2 On 
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On which, in language of his very beft, 
His Majeſty his royal ire expreſs'd. 
% How, how! what! Cooks wear * ſeratches jul like 
e like me- 


1 strange . yes, yes, Lee, 1 ſee, 18 
“ Fine feilows to wear ſcratches! yes, no doubt— 
ru have no more—no more when mine 's worn 

© out- 
* Ha? pretty! pretty! pretty too it looks 
6 To ſee my (cratches upon Cooks! 6 


nn 


« 


A 


> And 10 as he had chreatened all ſo big; 

- As: ſoon as ever he wore ou! the wig; ; 
He with a pig-tail deign'd his head to match!— 
No more profan'd his temples with a Scratch! iq 


Ru Thorns,” fie my ſong thy feelings 3 
1 Thou think'ſt Pm joking ; that the King's my hate. 
KH Ihe world may call me lyar, but ſincerely 

I love him for a partner love him dearly - 
4 i Whilſt his great name is on the ferme, I'm ſure 
1 My credit with the public 1 Is ſecure. C1 


Tes, beef ſhall grace my pit, and ale ſhall flow, 
As long as it continues George and Co.; 
That is to ſay; in plainer metre, 
| George and Peter. 


Vet, as ſome little money I have made, 


This in my mind Pve frequently revolv'd; 


The partnerſhip may be gold. 


Excites not hate, whatever elſe th? emotion. 


To write a book on the Sublime, I own, 


| Vet, ſhould I hate the man who fills a throne, 


| Hate him, becauſe, blo of a name, 
He thinks to rival e'en the Prince in fame? 
A Prince of ſcience— 
A giant to him in the world of taſte; 
Who from an envious cloud one day ſhall ſpring, 
And prove that dignity may clothe a King. 


Who when by Fortune fix'd on | Britain' $ throne, 
Wherever merit, humble plant, is ſhown. 
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I've thoughts of turning Squire, and quitting trade: 


And in fix months, or ſo, 
Tor all I know, 


Whate' er thou think” ſt 
. 
Thomas, l'm far from hating our ar good King; - 

Yes, yes, or may I thrum no more my harp, 

As David W 8 Who touch'd — well the 
8 


-howe er the world may | 


—the idol of thy ſweet devotion 


Were I a bookſeller, I would not hire him; 


Becauſe, forſooth, I can't admire him * BY 


in the arts ſo Cluaſte '— 


Will 
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Will ſhed around that plant a foſt'ring ray; 
Whoſe hand ſhall ſtretch thro'ꝰ poverty's pale gloom 
For drooping Genius, ſinking to the tomb, 
And lead the bluſhing ſtranger into day. 

Who ſcorns (like ſome) to chronicle a ſhilling, 
Once in a twelvemonth to a beggar giv'n; 
By ſuch mean charity (Lord help 'em) willing 
To 80 as cheap as poſſible to Heay' n! 


Hate him, becauſe, h d the monarch pores 


On Handel's manuſcript old ſcores, 


And ſchemes ſucceſsful daily hatches, 

For ſaving notes o'crwhelm'd with ſcratches: 

| Recovering from the blotted leaves 

Huge cart-horſe minims, dromedary breves; 
Thus ſaving damned bars from juſt damnation, 
By way of brightning Handel's reputation? 
Who charm'd with every crotchet Handel wrote, 
Heav'd into Tot'nam- Street, each heavy note: 
And forcing on the houſe the tuneleſs lumber, 
Drove half to doors, the other half to ſlumber ? 


Hate him, becauſe the works of Mr. Weſt, 

| His eye (in wonder loſt) unſated views? 

: | Becauſe his walls, with taſteleſs trumpery dreſt, 
| Robs a Poor een of its dues? 


Hat? Ting becauſe he cannot reſt 
But | in the company of Weſt? 


Becauſe 
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Who thinks, of painting, truth and taſte, the teſt, 


: W ho, as for Reynolds, cannot þear him ; 
And never luffers Wilton s landſcapes near bim. 


Forgetting tis the work of art. 
Which wonder and which care of Mr. Wen 


THUS have I ſeen a child with ſmiling face, 
A little daiſy in the garden place, 


Gaze on the leaves with infant admiration, 
Thinking the flow'r the fineſt ĩ in the nation, 


2 .ugging the wat'ring pot about, . Gy 7 


The child, ſo pleas'd, would pour the water out, 
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Becauſe of cioderk n he makes jeſt, 
Except the works of Mr. Weſt; 

Who by the public, fain would have careſt 
The works alone of Mr. Weſt! 


None but the wond'rous works of Mr. Weſt! 


Nor, Gainſb'rough, thy delighted Girls and Boys, 
In rural ſcenes fo ſweet, amidſt their joys, 
With ſuch ſimplicity as makes us /art, 


May i in a a ſimile be well erprelt: 


A SIMILE. 


And ſtrut in triumph round its fav rite flow'r; 


Then pay a viſit to it ev'ry hour: * 


Which Jobn the gard'ner was oblig'd to fill; 


To fhew its marvelous great {kill ; EO 
Sig Then 
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Then ſtaring round, all wild for praiſes panting, 

Tell all the world it was its own ſweet planting; 

And boaſt away, too happy elf, 5 80 =_ 
How that it found the daiſy all, itſelf! _ 


ANOTHER SIMILE. 


| IN f mile if 1 may ſhine agen- 
Thus have I ſeen a fond old ben 
With one poor miſerable chick, 
Buſtling about a farmer's yard; 
Now on the dunghill labouring hard, 
Scraping away through thin and thick: 
: Flutt'ring her feathers making ſuch a noiſe. 
Cackling aloud ſuch quantities of joys, 
As if the chick, to which her egg gave birth, 
Was born to deal prodigious knocks, 
Io ſhine the Broughton of game cocks, 
And kill the fowls of all the earth! 


E' EN with his painter let the King be 5e/t; 
Egad! eat, drink, and ſleep, with Mr. Weſt, 
Only let me, excus'd from ſuch a gueſt, : 
Not cat, and drink, and * with Mr. welt; =—_ 
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And as he will not pleaſe my taſte no never 
Let me not give him to the world as clever— 7 
A better conſcience in my boſom lies, i 4 if 
Than imitate the fellow and his flies / 


Tur TOPER AND THE FLIES. 


9 
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A Group of topers at a table ſat, 

With punch that much regales the thirſty fs 
Flies ſoon the party join'd, and join'd the chat, 
Humming, and Peng r round the e bowl. 


At Eng thoſe der wok drunk, and for their fin; 
Some hundreds loſt their legs and tumbled i in; 
And ſprawling *midſt the gulph profound, 5 
Like Pharaoh and his daring hoſt, were drown” d. 


Wanting to tink ——a_- of the 6 

Dipp'd from the bowl the drunken hoſt, 

And drank—then taking care that none were loſt, 
He pot in ev'ry mother's ſon agen. 


= Vpj jump d the Bacchanalian crew on this, 
Taking it very much amiſs— 
Swearing, and in the attitude to /mite = 
„Lord!“ cried the man with gravely-lifted eyes 
eq; 66 Though I don't like to ſwallow flies, 
1 did not know but others migot. 7 
III 
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WHO fays I hate the King, proclaims a lie! 
Len now a royal virtue ſtrikes my eye! 
To prove th' affertion, let me juſt relate 
The King's ſubmiſſion to the will of Fate. 
Whene'er in hunts the Monarch is thrown out, 
As in his politics a common thing! 
With ſearching eyes he ſtares at firſt about, 
Then faces the misfortune like a King / 


Hearing no news of nimble Mr. Stag, 
He ſits like Patience grinning on his nag! 


Now, wiſdom-fraught, his curious creat ken 


The little hovels that around him riſe 
To theſe he trots—of hogs ſurveys the ſtyes, 
And 1 numbers ev 9 cock and hen. 


Then aſks the Ek $ wits or farmer 8 a. 

Ho many eggs the fowls have laid! 

What's in the oven in the pot the crocx— 
Whether *twill rain or no, and what's o'clock.— 

Thus from poor hovels gleaning information, 
To ſerve as future treaſure for the nation ! 3 


There, alte till pages find him out, 
He pokes his moſt ſagacious noſe about, 
And ſeems in Paradiſe like that ſo fam'd : 

Looking like Adam too, and Eve fo fair; 
Sweet ſimpletons! who, though ſo very have, 
cc Were (fays the Bible) not aſbam' d. 22 


__ 
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No man bia books ſo well as George 1 the Third, 
By thirſt of leather glory ſpurr'd— 

At bookbinders he oft is ſeen to eh — 

And wond'rous is the King in ſheep or calf! 


But ſee ! the Prince upon ſuch labour looks 
Faſtidious down, and only readeth books! 
Here by the Sire the Son is much ſurpaſs'd ; "Yi 
Which Fame ſhould publiſh on her loudeſt blaſf/ / _ i 
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The King beats Monmouth. ſtreet in caſt- off riches— 
That is, in coats, and waiſtcoats, and in breeches— 
Which, draughted once a year for foreign ſtations— 
Make fine recruits to ſerve ſome near relations. 
But lo! the Prince, ſhame on him! never dreams 
Of pretty Jewiſh, ccononic ſchemes! . 
7 So very proud, ('m griev'd, O Tom, to tell it) 
He'd rather give a coat away than ett it! 
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Fair juſtice to the Monarch muſt allow 
Prodigious ſcience in a calf or cow; 
And wiſdom in the article of ſwine ! 
What moſt unuſual knowledge for a King! 
Becauſe pig - wiſdom is a Pg. 
In which no Sov'reigns e'er were e known to Paine. 
11; 1 
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Yet who will think I am not telling fibs?— 
The Prince, who Britain's throne in time hall 
grace; 
| Neer finger'd at a fair, a bullock's ribs, 
Nor ever ogled a pig's face! 


O dire diſgrace ! O let it not be known 
That thus a father hath excelbd a ſon. 0 


Truth bids me own that I can n bring 
A dozen who admire the King; 
And ſhould he dream of ſetting of for Hanover, 
As once he ſaid he wou'd, to ſpite Charles Fox ; 
Draw all his little money from the ſtocks, 


Shut ſhop, and carry ev'ry 905 and pan over; 3 


I think—indeed I'm ſure I know, 
| That dozen would not let him go; 


But in the ſtruggle ſpend their vital breath, 


And hug their idol, probably to death ; 


As happen'd to a Romiſh Prieſt—a tale 
That, whilſt I tell it, almoſt turns me pale. 


Tas 
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THE ROMISH PRIEST. 


9 7 „ * Lb. 


A PARSON | in the neighbourhood of "ME 
Some years ago——how many, I don” t ſay 


Handled i io well his heav' nly broom, 


He nn like cobwebs, ſins Ways 


Brighten'd the black horivon of his pied; 


Gave to the Prince of Darkneſs ſuch hard blows, 
That Satan was afraid to ſhow his noſe, 


(Except in ain before this prone * warriſh! 


10 tack folks how to Gon the paths of evil, 
And prove a match for Mr. Devil, 
Was conftantly this pious man's endeavour, 

And, as l've ſaid before, the man was clever. 


 Red-hot was all his aol Fame declares, 
He gallop'd like a hunter o'cr his pray'rs; 


For ever lifting to the clouds his forchead— 
_ Petitions on petitions he let 3 „ 
Which nothing but Barbarians could deny 


f In ſhort, the Saints were t9 compliance worried. 


With 5 


[ 430 ] 


With m arms, and hands, this prieſt devout, 
So well his evolutions did perform; 

His pray'rs, thoſe holy ſmall-ſhot, flew about 
So thick !— it ſeem'd like taking Heav's n by 


florm!. ; — 


Without one atom of refle&ion, 
No candidate at an election 
Did ever labour more, and fume, and ſweat, 
To make a fellow change his coat, 
And bleſs him with the caſting vote, | 
Than this dear man to get in Heav'n a ſeat 
For ſouls of children, women, and of men :— 
No matter which the ſpecies—cock or hen! 


Thus did he not like that vile Jeſuit think 
Who makes us all with horror ſhrink, 

A knave high meriting Hell's hotteſt coals ; ; 
Who wrote a dreadful-book, to prove 

| That women, charming women, form'd for love, 
Have * no ſouls: 


Monſter! to think that Woman had no ſoul ! 
Ha! haft Zhou not a ſoul, thou peerleſs Maid, 
Who bidſt my rural hours with rapture roll? 
Whoſe beauties n the * and che 
| ſhade! wy 


Yes, 
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Ves, Cynthia, and for ſouls like thine 


Fate into being drew yon ſtarry ſphere ; 


Then kindly ſent thy form divine, 


10 low what wond'rous bliſs inhabits there! b 


In ſhort, no drayhorſe ever work'd fo hard; 6 


From vaults to drag up hogſhead, tun, or pipe, 


: As this good prieſt, to drag, for ſmall reward, 


The ſouls of finners from the Devil's gripe. 


Pleas'd. were the bighef angle to expreſs. 
Their wonder at this fine addreſs, 
And pow'r againſt the Fiend who | makes much 
2 | ſtrife— - 


Nay, een St. Peter ſaid, to whom are giv'n 
The keys for letting people into Heav'n, 


He never got more e in his life, 


"Twas added that my nameſake did ks 
(Peter, thc porter of Heav'n gate, ſo truſty „ 


; That till this prieſt appear'd, ſouls were ſo rare 


His bunch of keys was abſolutely ruſty! 


| Did Fs IR of fortune die, 


And leave the Church a good round ſum; 


| Lo! in the, twinkling of an eye 


The parſon frank'd their dan to kingdom-come! 


A letter 
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: A letter to the Porter, or a — 28 
Inſur'd admittance to ae Lord. 


; Not Ropp's thoſe ſouls an inſtant on thi road 
To take a roaft before they enter'd in; 
For had they got the Plague, twas ſaid that God 

Had let e 6 enter without n, 


well than! this ns was ſo Buck admir d, 

So ſought, ſo courted, ſo defired, _ 
| Thouſands with putrid fouls, like putrid meat, 
. for his s belly P's to be ſweet: 


Juſt as we ſee old bags with jaws of carrion, 
Enter the ſhop of Mr. Warren; 
Who. diſappoints that highwayman call'd Time, 
| (Noted for robbing Ladies of their prime,) 

By giving Sixty Five's pale wither'd _ 
The N roſes Ld Sixteen. 
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Such vaſt e 44 his fermons make, # 
_ _ He always kept his flock awake— _ 
In ſummer too—hear, parſons, this "range news, 1 
| Ye who ſo often preach to _— pews » i 


A neighd'riog town, into 1 1 8 fouls. 
3 Sim, like a cat, had cat large holes 
Begg'd 
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Begg'd him to be their tinker—their hole ſtopper— 


For, gentle reader, fin of ſuch a ſort is, 
It ſouls corrodeth juſt as aqua fortis 
Corrodeth i iron, braſs, or copper. o 


They told him they would give him better pay, 


If he'd agree to change his quarters; 3 


Proteſting, when his ſoul ſhoald leave its clay, 

To rank his bones with thoſe of Saints and Martyrs. 

This was a handſome bride all Papiſts know! 
But ſtop—his pariſh would not let him go— 
Then furly did the other pariſh look, 


And ſwore to have the man by Hook or Crook, 


80 ſeiz'd him, like a eracelef throng— 


The prieſt's pariſhioners, who loy'd him well ; : 


Rather than to another church belong, 


Swore they would ſooner ſee him lodg'd i in Hell— 5 


So violent was their objection! 
80 very Rrong too their affection 1 


The Ladies, too, united i in the ſtrife; 
Proteſting that they © lov'd him as their life, 
So ſweetly he would loa when down to . r! 


© So happy in a ſermon choice; 


And then he had of nightingales the voice 
ce And holy water gave with ſuch an air! 


EE 


6 Lord! 


E n J 


«Lord! loſe ſo fine a man —ſo great a treaſure! 
“ Yielding ſuch quantities of heavenly pleaſure! 


„ Forpiving fins ſo free, too, at confeſſion, 

% However carnal the tranſgreſſion, 

In ſuch a charming, love condemning ſtrain! 
<« He really ſeem'd to ſay © Go fin again; 
« Hell ſhall not throw, my angels, on your ſouls 
6 80 ſweet, a Kone ſhovelful of coals.” 


Now | in the fire was all the fat: ) i 
jiuſt as two bulldogs pull a cat, 
| Both pariſhes with furious zeal contended—— , 
So heartily the holy man was hugg'd, 
hat very fatally the battle ended! _ 


In ſhort, by hugging, lugging and kind ſqueezes, - 


The man of God was Farr C1 in ny . 


| This work e the bones. were fought for : 


ſoutly; 2 
And ſo the fray continued moſt devoutly—— 
Lo with an arm one raſcal fled; 
This with a leg, and that the head— 

Off with the foot another goes— = 

Another ſeizes him and gets the toes. 


Nay, ſome, a 'relick ſo intent to crib, 
Fought We; like maſtiffs for a rib; 
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Nay more, (for truth, to tell the wow, obliges) ) 
A dozen battled for his Os Coceygis 7 * 


F 
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1 
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Heav'n, that ſees all things, ſaw the dire diſpute, 
In which each pariſh acted like a brute; 
Then bade the dead man as a Saint be ſought 
Still to reward him more, his bones enriches 
With pow'r o'er evils, rheumatiſms, and itches, 
However dreadful, and whatever caught: . 
Thus, by the grace of Him who governs thunder, 
His very toe-nail could perform a wender. 
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Thus might 0 our Monarch, by this dozen men, 
Be hugg'd—and then and then! and then! and 
gat - 

8: Then what? why then, this direful ill muſt ſpring: 
: I a good ſubjet Wy and thou a King! 


e ee e 
: SOBEL aL CTT 


w* 


3 | No, Tom; no more to Reike us FREY amaze, 
Thy courtly tropes of adulation blaze: 

A ſetting ſun art thou, ſo mild thy beam! 
5 Thou (like old Ocean's heaving wave no more, 
5 That lifts a ſhip and fly with equal roar) 
Pour'ſt from "wy lyric pipe a ſober ſtream. 


7 * The tip of the rump. 
+ r No 
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No more we hear the gale of Fame 
Wild bluſt'ring with thy Maſter's name: 
No more ideal virtues ride ſublime, 
(Like feathers) on the ſurge of rhyme. 


But lo the cauſe! it was the Royal will 

To bid the tempeſt of his praiſe be {till : 

No more to let his virtues make a rout, 
Blown by thy blaſts like paper kites about— 


Indeed thy ſov'reign in thy verſe fo fine, 
Might juſtly have exclaim'd at many a line, 
< In peacock's feathers, lo, this knave arrays me.” 
And like a King of France of whom P're read, 
Our gracious Sov? reign alſo might have faid, 
6 What have I done that he ſhould praiſe me: 175 


With pity have I ſeen 1 Son of Song, : 

Trundling thy lyric wheelbarrow along, 

Amidſt St. James's gapers to unload 

The motley maſs of pompous ode; 

And wiſh'd the ſack, for verſe the annual prize, 
To poets of a leſs renoẽwn— 

To poor Will Maſon, who in ſecret ſighs Es. 

To 1 beneath the Laureat's leaden crown. 5 


Warm in a the pralle thou might'ſt have been, 
Of 12 great King and vis great __ 


But 
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But not ſo diabolically — Fn c,cuirh 
N devil, or a Nr ge.. 


By Dev'l, (without 1 wing horn a view) 
Thou ought'ſt to know | mean a turkey's gizzard ; 
So chriſten'd for its quality, by man, 

Becauſe fo oft tis loaded with kian— 

This dev'l is ſuch a red-hot bit of meat 8 

As . but the dev'l himſelf ſhould eat. . 


A ſpoon v was large io; the b well knows! 1 
Why give the pap of praiſe then with a ladle? 
Gently thou ſhould'ſt have rock'd him to repoſe 
Not like a drunken nurſe 0 'crturn the cradle. mo 


I do not marvel that the King was wrath, 

(Knowing himſelf no bigger than a lath) 
To find himſelf a tall, gigantic oak— 
"Twas: too much of a | magic-lantern ſtroke. | 
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Ah! where was Modeſiy, the charming maid! 

| Where was the rural vagrant ſtraying, 

Not to admoniſh thee, an idle jade, OE Al. 
When thou thy tuneful compliments were paying? 

Yet why this queſtion put 1, Tom, to thee? 

Lord! how we wits forget che was with me. 


1 


8 
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Dear Modeſty (by very few careſt) 
Ott condeſcends to be my gueſt: 
From time to time, the maid my rhyme reviews, 
And diftates ſweet inſtruftions to the muſe. 


Tes, frequent deigns 1 my cottage to adorn, 

Juſt like that baſhful damſel call'd Miſs Morn— 

| Who ſmiling on the dreary caves of night, 
Moves from her eaſt with filent pace and flow 
Ober yonder ſhadowy mount's gigantic brow, 
And to my windows ſteals with dewy light, 

= Then peeping through the panes with cherub micn, 
Seems to aſk liberty te to enter in. ” 


| Now vent” cing on the fables of my room, 
She ſweeps the darkneſs with her ſtar-clad broom: : 
Now pleas'd a ſtronger fplendor to diffuſe, 
Smiles on the plated buckles in my ſhoes ; 
Smiles on my breeches, too, of handſome pluſh, 
Where George's heads once made no gingling 
„ ound,  - 
But where amidſt the pockets all was buſh; 
Such awful filence reign'd around! N 
Whoſe fob, which thieves ſo often pick, 
Was quite a ſtranger to a watch's click, 


' Now 
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Now caſting on my pen and ink a ray, 
Seeming with ſweet reproof to lay, | 
« The lark to Heav'n her grateful mattins ſings; * 
„Then, Peter, alſo ope thy tuneful throat, 


* And, happy in a faſcinating note, 
1 Riſe and bewitch the beſt 0 Kings,” 


Howe! er the world t' abuſe me may be giv 'n, 

J cannot do without Crown'd Heads, by Heav'n! 
| Bards muſt have ſubjects that their genius ſuit— 
And if Pre not Crown'd Heads, 1 muſt be mute, 


Ml verſe i is be like a game at Whilſt; 


Which game, tho? play'd by people e“ er fo keen, 


Cannot with much ſucceſs, alas! exiſt, 


Except their hands poſſeſs a King and Queen, 


I own, my Muſe delights in royal folk : 
_  Lead-mines producing many pretty poun de! 
joe Millars. furniſhing : a fund of joke . 


Lo, with a fund of joke a court abounds! 


At royal follies, Lord! a lucky hit „ 
Saves our poor brain th expence of wit: 
At Princes let but Satire lift his gun, 

The more their feathers fly, the more the fun. 

E' en the whole world, blockheads and men of letters, 85 

Enjoy a cannonade upon theie betters. 


And, 


L 44 1 


And, vice ver/a, Kings and Queens 
Know pretty well what ſcandal means 
And love it too-——yes, Majeſty's a grinner : 
Scandal that really would diſgrace a ſtable 0 
Hath oft been beckon'd to a royal table, 
And — a * 1 more than dinner. 
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= I knowihe: world ecken in this guiſe :- — 
«© Suppoſe a King not otherwiſe, 
A vice in Kings not very oft balpedted) 
„ Suppoſe he: does this childiſh thing, and this, 
« If folly conſtitutes a Monarch's bliſs, 8 
5 "Fw dach OP * ** ſtand corrected? 


« „Bold! is th REN?) old Parfon Calchas * crics, 

« Who tells a Monarch where his error lies.” 

6 Grant that a King in converſe cannot ſhine, Y 
% And-ſharp with ſhrewd remark a world alarm ; Y 

+ What buſineſs, Peter Pindar, is't of thine ?- 
“Grant een where s the harm ? py 


Io this ae 41 1 n a A: WT 
„Will go to hell for ev'ry childiſh thing— — 
= © Yet mind, I think that one in his great ſtation 
=_ > Should ſhow one map to a nation: 
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6 And when an eagle he ſhould ſpring 
Jo drink the ſolar blaze on tow' ring wing 
“ With daring and undazzled eyes; 
„ Not be a ſparrow upon chimneys hopping, 
His head in holes and corners + popups: 
On. For flies.” f 


| Tom, m not adev's that thou haſt chang'd thy note, | 
And op*d on Windfor wall thy tuneful throat; rag 
For verily it is a rare old maſs! 
Nor angry that to Weſt thou doſt deſcend; 
The King's great painting oracle and friend, 
Who teacheth Jervas how to ſpoil good glaſs. 


: But, ſon of If, ſince amidſt this ode, 
Thou talk'ſt of painting, like an ardent lover, Yo 
Of panes of glaſs now daubing over, 

R Dimming delightfully the rene abode 


Speak—know'ſt thou aught of Raphael's rare : Car: 
| ſont 
-J have not ſeen them, Tom, for many moons! 


Why did'ft thou not, amid thy rhyming ft, 


Of thoſe molt heav'nly pictures talk a bit 
For which the Nation paid down ev'ry faut? 5 
Rare pictures, brought long ſince from Hampton 
5 | 
And by a /elf-taught Carpenter cut ſhort, 
To ſuit the pannels of the Queen's old | houſe, 
Yea 80 
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So ſays report—] hope i it is not true 
And yet | verily believe it too; 
It is ſo like ſome people 1 could name, 


Whoſe pericraniums walk a little lame. 


| Beſhrew me, but | it brings to mind. 
A L 9 15 much of the ſame kind! j 


It bapp d at t Plymouth town ſo Th and ſweet, 
Where wandering gutlers, wandering gutlers meet, 
Making in ſhow'rs of rain a monſtrous pother; 
Bart'ring like Rag- Fair Jews, with one the other, 
With carrots, cabbage leaves, and breathleſs cats, 
Potatoes, . ys, old rags, and hats: = 


A town that beings to ako Swike's City "PEG MY 
| Where clouds to waſh its face for ever pour. 


A town where Beautraps under water ns: 
Inviting gentle ſtrangers to walk in 


Where dwell the Lady Naiads of the flood, 
| W to crown their viſitors with mud. 


A town where parſont for the Living fight, 

On every vacancy, with godly might, 
Like wreſtlers for lac'd hats and buckſkin breeches; 
Where oft the prieſt who beſt his lungs employs 
To make the rareſt diabolic noiſe, 


With ſureſt chance of vict'ry preaches : 3 
ts 5 N Whoſe 
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Whoſe empty ſounds alone his labour bleſs; 
Like cannon fir'd by veſſels in diſtreſs. 


A town hire, exil'd by the Higher Pow rs, 


The Royal Tar with indignation lours; 
Kept by his Sire from London and from ſin, 
To bo his Catechiſm to . oo hop 


Tus PLYMOUTH CARPENTER and 


THE COFFINS. 


IN the laſt war French pris'ners often died 
fo, Of fevers, colds, and more good things beſide : 


Preſents for valour from damp walls and chinks, 


| And nakedneſs, that ſeldom ſees a ſhirt : 
And vermin, and all ſorts of dirt; 


And multitudes of motley Aal, 5 
That might with ſmells of any clime compare 
That ever ſought the noſe of fields of air. 


As coffins are deem'd neceſſary things, 


Forming a pretty ſort of wooden wings 


For wafting men, to graves for t'other world; 


Where anchor'd, (doom'd to make no voy ages 


more) 


8 The rudders of our ſouls are put aſhore, 


And all the fails for ever furl'd. 
L112 


A carpenter 
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I mean, for luckleſs Frenchmen that were dead; 
And very well indeed Screw's contract ſped. 


E 
A carpenter, firſt couſin to the May'r, 
Hight maſter Screw, a man of reputation, 


Got leave, through borough int'reſt, to prepare 


Good wooden lodgings for the Gallic nation: 


9 


His good friend Death made wonderful demands, 
As if they play'd into each other's hands; 
As if the Carpenter and Death went ſnacks: 


Wiſhing to make as much as e'er they cou'd 
y this ſame contract coffin wood, 


: For ſuch as Death had thrown upon their backs. 


This FOLDS like men of 5 trades 
Whom conſcience very eaſily perſuades 


To take from neighbours uſeleſs ſuperfluity ; Y 


| Reſolv'd upon an economic plan, 


Which ſhows that! in the character of man 
Economy is not an incongruity. 


I know ſome monarchs ſay the ſame—whoſe pulſes 


Beat high for iv'ry chairs and beds and bulles. 


For lo, this man of economic ſort 

Made all his coffins much too ſhort, 

Vet ſnugly he accommodates the dead 
Cuts off, with much arg froid, the head, 
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Making his dead man quite a Paris beau !- 
Holding his jowl en bras chapeau. 
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And then to keep it ſafe as well as warm. 


He gravely puts it underneath his arm; 


: But, Thomas, now to thoſe Cartons of ſame Sr 
| Do aſk thy Sovereign in my name 


What's to be done with thoſe rare pictures next; 


Some months ago, by night, they travell'd down 
Jo the Queen's houſe in Windſor town, 


At which the London folks were vaſtly vex d 5 


For if thoſe fine Cartons, as hiſt'ry ſays, 
Were (much to this great nation's praiſe) 


Bought for the nation's ſole inſpection; 
Unaſt'd to ſuffer any man to feel em, 


Or ſuffer any forward dame to ſteal em 


Would be a national reflection. 


Tom, aſk, to Strelitz if they're doom'd togo; 


Becauſe the walls are naked there, I know— 


Strelitz a mouſe-hole is, all dark and drear ; 
And ſhou'd the pictures be inclin'd to ſtray, 


Not liking Strelitz, they may loſe their way, 


And ramble to ſome Ren ener 


Where 


FE 4 J 


8 
1 
F 

* 


ö Where like poor captur'd negroes in a knot, ” 
| The holy wand'rers may be made a lot— 
| And like the goods at Garraway's we handle, 
'1 Chriſt and the Saints be ſold by inch of candle! 
IJ Dearly beloved Thomas, to conclude ! 


(I ſee thee ready to bawl out amen: ) 
Joking apart, don't think me rude 
For wiſhing t to inftrud, .thy lyric pen. 


Whether like trout and eels in humble pride, 
Along the ſimple ſtreams of proſe we glide; 
Or ſtirring from below a cloud of mud, 

Like whales we flounder through the lyric flood; 


Orif a paſt'ral image charm thee more ; * 

Whether the vale of proſe our feet explore, 

Or rais'd ſublime on oDE's aerial ſteep, 
We denn from rock to rock hke goats and ſheep; 


Whether we dine with Dukes on 1 fifty diſhes, 

Or, poet-like, againſt our wiſhes, 
On beef or pork, an economic crumb, 
AF (Perchance not bigger than our thumb, _ 3 
3 Turn'd by a bit of packthread at the fire,) | 
= To fatisfy our hunger's keen deſire; 
A good old proverb let us keep in view 
Fiz. Thomas, give the dev'l his due.” 


Whether 
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Whether a monarch, iſſuing high command, 
Smiles us to court, and takes us by the hand ; 
Or rude bumbailiffs touch us on the ſhoulder, 
And bid our tuneful harps in priſon moulder ; 
Sell not (to meanneſs ſunk) one golden line 
The Muſe's incenſe for a gil of wine. 


This were a poor excuſe of thine, wy flak 
. Few are the people that my ode attend: 
«© Pm like a country clock, poor lonely thing, 
That on the ſtaircaſe, or behind the door, 

« Cries, © Cuckow, Cuckow,“ 1255 at eve: and 

-- 0 cs 

« And chimes that vulgar tune, ” God fave the 
"0 King.“ 


Oh! if deſerting Windſor's lofty tow'rs, 

To fave a ſixpence in his barrock bow'rs, 

A Monarch ſhuffles from the world away, 

And give's to Folly's whims the buſtling day; 
From ſuch low themes thy promis'd praiſe recall, 
And « ng more wonders of the old Mud Wall. 


PETER. 
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SOLEMN EPISTLE 
SUBLIME PERSONAGE. 
« My Heart 
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GRAND Exordium, containing news from 
Jericho. Peter informeth Majeſty of the great 


: noiſe on their reſpective accounts— and talketh of Samp- 
| ſon and Dalilah—the London Coffee houſes and the 
Royal Exchange. Peter explaineth the cauſe of the 


great noiſe, and F. jaculateth— fallłeth of preparations 


al the Palace for his diſgrace and murder, Peter in- 
Herneth Majeſty of what Majeſty hath been informed | 


—complaineth that he hath been pictured a doronrighi 


Devil —beggeth that a proper inquiry may be inſtituted. . 
Peter pronounceth him ſelf no Devil. Peter writeth ſoft 


Sonnets to prove that he hath not a hard heart. 
Peter talketh of Courtiers and court matters—of what = 


the World wickedly fayeth of him. Peter cannot con- 
_ vince the world—mentioneth the deſpondence of the 


Newſpapers, Magazines and Reviews —alſo the famine 
in poetry. Peter exculpateth Majeſty. Peter refuſeth 


 modeftly—hinteth at Royal misfortunes, Diamonds, 
Nabobs, and an action of Trover. Peter propheſi reth 
 mournfully—giveth the Hiſtory of Nebuchadnezzar's 


graſs diet. Peter affordeth good reaſons for refuſing a 
Penſi on—relateth an anecdote of a dead Archbiſhop— 


formeth a Len, for univerſal Happineſs, by diſcover- ; 


Mmm 2 ing 
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ing Sin and Shame to be a pair of Impoſtors, and For 
making mournful Sunday merry. Peter outdoeth old 
Poets in egotiſm—condemneth Miſtreſs Damer, the 
great ſhe-ſtatuary, for attempting our moſt ſublime 
Sovereign. Peter, like many authors, exhibiteth pro- 
_ digious acquaintance with ancient Literature, by men- 
tioning the names of Jupiter, Phidias, Praxiteles, Vir- 
gil, and Auguſtus Cæſar. Peter puffeth again. Pe- 
ter produceth à Tale about Majeſty, Mr. Robinſon, 
Alderman Skinner, and cheaked Sheep—alſo a lale 
of Majeſty and Parſon Young, __ neck Was w—_ 
tunately unhinged at a hunt. 
Peter till bankereth after Perf ons—declaimeth on 
the Powers of Poetry, as alſo on his own miraculous 
powers. Peter profeſſeth independency and great capa- 


5 bility of making a hearty mutton- bone dinner like Andrew 
Marvel. Peter diſtruſteth his fortitude—quoteth oppo- 
fition-men for pitiful deſertion of principle, and deſcant. 

eth on money. Peter telleihb an appoſite Tale of Lady 1 
* s Parſon, a Dog, and a Squire, ES. : 


Peter quoteth the w ind and Mr. Eden—exhibiteth 
more ſymptoms of Penſi on love concludeth in a foam 
a Knighthood. 
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READ gra, the rams Por that blew down 
The walls of Jericho's old town, 


: | Made a moſt monſtrous uproar all agree— _ 
But lo! a louder noiſe around us rages, 
About two moſt important perſonages ; 


No leſs, my Royal Liege, than Tou and Me! = 


In ſhort, not greater the Philiſtins made 
When Dalilah, a little artful jade, 


(Indeed a very pretty girl) 


Snip'd off her lover, Mr. Sampſon curl, 
Who well repaid the clamours of the bears, 
| By pulling down the houſe about their cars. 


Prodigious i is the ſhake 1 11 
Still London keeps (thank God) her ground; 


„ | 
Yet, how the Exchange and Coffee-Houſes ring! 
Nothing is heard but Peter and the King: 
The handſome bar-maids (tare, as mute as fiſhes © 
And fallow waiters, IGN'S, w their diſhes! 


At firſt en thought the triumph of the Jens. 
On ſome great vict'ry in the boxing way z 
: The news, the very anti-chriſtian news, 
Of lfracl's Hero having won the day; 
And Humphries, a true Chriſtian boxer, beat : 
Enough 1 re all Chriſtendom a ſweat, 
0 Again: was s thought great news of the Grand 
Turk, 
5 Who on bis hand had got "I ſerious work; 
'was fancied he had loſt the day; 
That ev'ry Muſſulman was kill'd in battle, 
A tate molt proper for ſuch heathen cattle, 
Who do not 880 to God our way. 


But lo! unto he lofty BR 
Of ſound this wonderful aſcenſion, 
Doth verily, my Liege, from this ariſe ; 
That you have giv'n the gentle Bard a penſion! 


* Mendoza. 
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Great is the ſhout ders, Sir, all abroad, 

That you have order'd me this handſome thing; 3 
On which, with lifted eres Tve ſaid, Good 
| 8 8 60 God! | 
6 Though great my merits, yet how great the 

ec King? wa} : 


And yet, believe me, Sir, [ lately heard, 155 

That all your doors were doubly lock d and barrr'd 
Againſt the Poet for his tuneful art; 

And that the tall, ſtiff, ſtately red machines, 


Your Grenadiers, the guards of Kings and Queens, 


Were order'd all to ſtab me to the heart: 5 


5 That if to Houſe of Buckingham I came, 
| Commands were giv'n to Mrs. Brigg, 
A comely ſtout, two-handed dame, 
To box my ears, and pull my wig, 
The Cooks to ſpit me——curry me, the Grooms, 
And Kitchen Queens to baſte me with their brooms. 


You're told that in my ways I'm very evil! © 
So ugly! fit to travel for a ſhow, 
And that] look all grimly where I go! 
Juſt like a devil! 


With horns, and tail, and hoofs that make folks ſtart; 5 


And in my breaſt a millſtone for a heart! 


This 
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This cometh from à certain Painter, Sire; 

ge ſtory-moufing Nicolay inquire : 
Tour Page, your Mercury, with cunning eyes; 
Who jumping at each ſound, ſo eager opes 
His pretty wither'd pair of Chineſe chops, 
Like a Dutch dog that leeps at butterflies. 

He, Sire, will look me o'er, and will not fail 
To ſwear that I've no horns, nor CY nor tail, 


Lord! Terdt theſe fayings grieve me and ſurpriſe! . 
Dread Sir, don't ſee with other people's eyes — 
No devil am I with horns, and tails, and hoofs— 

0 As for the likeneſs of my heart to ſtone— 4 
Z No, Sir —its full as tender as your own— 
Accept, my Liege, ſome ſimple love-ſick proofs. 


To AN UNFORTUNATE BEAUTY. 


SAY, lovely Maid, with downcaſt eye, 
And cheek with ſilent ſorrow pale; 
What gives thy heart the lengthen'd ſigh, 
That heaving tells a mournful tale? 


Thy tears which thus each other chaſe, 

Beſpeak a breaſt o erwhelm'd with woe: 
Thy ſighs a ſtorm that wrecks thy peace, 
Which fouls like. thine ſhould never know. 


„ | F Oh! 
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Oh! tell me, doth ſome favour'd Youth x 


And leave thoſe thrones of love and truth, 
Tphat lip, and boſom of delight? 


What though to other nymphs he flies, 


Breathes all the eloquence of ſighs, 
„That treach'rous won thy 8 „„ 1 


| Let not thoſe Nymphs thy: anguiſh move, 


That heart ſhall ne'er be bleſt by Love, 


AH! tell me no more, my dear girl, with a ſigh, 


That a ſullen indiff®rence will dwell on my eye, 


; Shall thy graces, O Conia, that gladden wy day, 
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And feigns the fond, impaſſion'd tear ; 


For whom his heart may ſeem, to pine 


Whoſe guilt can force a pang from thine. 


To CYNTHIA. 
That a coldneſs will creep o'er my heart; 
When thy ane begins to depart. 
And brighten the gloom of the , 55 „ 1 


Till life be extinguiſh'd, from memory ſtray, 


Which! it ought to review with delight? 8 
i N nn : Upbraiding, 


E 


Upbraiding, ſhall Gratitude ſay with a tear, 

FThat no longer ! think of thoſe charms 

Which gave to my boſom fuch rapture ſincere, 
6 And faded at length | in n my arms?“ 


Why yes! it it may happen, thou Damſel divine — — 

Io be honeſt—l freely declare. 

That &en now to thy converſe ſo much J incline, 
I've already forgot thou art t fair. 


0 . 
4 "Ts A 'U. * 4. 


HO W happy was my morn of love 
When firſt thy beauty won my heart! 1 
How guiltleſs of a with to rove! 
I deem'd it more than death to part! 


Whene'er from thee I chige'd to ftray, 
How fancy dwelt upon thy mien, 

That ſpread with flow'rs my diſtant way, 

And ſhow” rd _— on every ſcene ! f 


But Fortune, envious of my joys, 
Hiath robb'd a lover of thy charms 
From me thy ſweeteft ſmile decoys, 
And gives thee to another's arms. - 
DE 465 . he 
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Yet, though my tears are doom'd to flow, 
May tears be never Laura's lot! 


Let Love protect hy heart from woe; 


His wound to mine ſhall be forgot. 
— SIND ALLELE Le aee 
HY M N To MOD E 8 1 


0! - MODEST Y, thou ay and bluſhing maid, 


Don” tofa ſimple Shepherd be afraid ; 
Wert thou my lamb—with lweeteſt graſs 7d treat | 


| thee— Eo 


| 1 am no Wolf ſo ſavage that ſhould eat thee; ; 


Then haſte with me, 0 Nymph, to dwell, 
And give a Goddeſs to my cell. 


T Thy a like 41 0 ſnows ſo white, 


Where all the neſtling Loves delight to lie; 


Thine eyes, that ſhed the milder light 


Of Night's pale wand'rer o' er her cloudleſs ſky, 


O Nymph, my panting, wiſhing boſom warm, 


And beam around me, what a world of charm !. 
Then haſte with me, O Nymph, to dwell, 
And give a a Goddeſs to ny” cell. 


Thy "IN ringlets, that ſuxiitlabe ſpread, 
And hide thy boſom with an envious ſade ; ; 
OO Nanz 
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Thy poliſh'd cheek ſo dimpled, where the roſe 
In all the bloom of ripening ſummer blows : 
Thy luſcious lips that heav'nly dreams inſpire, 
By Beauty form'd, and loaded with Deſire ;. 
With ſorrow, and with wonder, “ I] ſee 
(What melting treaſures!) thrown away on thee. 

Then haſte with me, O ne to dwell, 

And give a Goddeſs to my cell. 


Thou knoweſl noe that boloots falt ceſ'gn ; 
And as for thoſe two pouting lips divine, 


Thou think'ſt them form'd alone for fimple chat— 


To bill ſo happy with thy fav'rite dove, _ 
And playful force, with ſweetly fondling love, 
Their kiſſes on a lapdog or a cat. 
"Then haſte with me, meek maid, to dwell, 
And give a a Goddeſs to my cell. 


Suck gb thy ſweet gmplicity 8 {- 

But I can point out far ſublimer uſes ; 

Uſes the very beſt of men eſteem 
Of which thine innocence did never . Le 
Then haſte with me, meek maid, to dwell, 
And give a Goddeſs to my cell. | 


Oh! fly from Impudence, the brazen rogue, 
Whoſe flippant tongue hath got the Irifh brogue : 
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Whoſe hands could pluck i lite the faireſt ts 
Thy cheeks, eyes, forehead, lips, and neck, devour : 


Shun, hun, that Caliban, and with me dwell : 
Then come and give a Goddeſs to my cell. 


The world, O ſimple maid, is full of art, 
Would turn thee pale, and fill with dread thine heart, 
Didſt thou perceive but half the ſnares 
The Dev'l for charms like thine prepares! 
Then haſte, O Nymph, with, me to dwell: 
And give a Goddeſs to my cell. Fo 


From morn to eve my bin of iecebleſ love; 8 

Thy eyes' mild beam and bluſhes ſhall i improve; 5 

And lo! from our ſo innocent embrace, . 

Young Modeſties ſhall ſpring, a numerous race 

The bluſhing girls f in ev'ry thing like Thee, 

The baſhful boys prodigiouſly like Me? 

| Then haſte with me, O Nymph, to dwell, 
And give a Goddele to my cell. 


18 not this pretty, Sir? can aught be ſweeter ? 
Indeed of that vile appellation, Devil, 

| $0 blackguard, ſo unfriendly and uncivil, 
Shou- d not I be baptiz'd the gentle Peter 5 
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Great is the buz about the Court, 
As at th! Exchange, IE Jews, Turks, Chris- 
tians meet, 
01 Smithſield Fair, where beats of evr' y ſort, 
Pigs, Sheep, Men, Bullocks, all ſo friendly great. 


Buſy indeed is many a fly court. leech 
Afraid to truſt each other with a ſpecch 
In hems, and hahs, and half words, hinting : 
Some whiſp'ring, liſt'ning, tip- toe walking, ſquine- 
ing ; 
For lo, ſo warily each courtier ſpeaks, 
They ſeem to talk with halters round their necks. 


Some praiſe the King for nobleneſs of fpirit, 
For ever ſtudying how to find out merit; 
nilſt from its box their hearts doth nity peep, 
And aſk the tongue, with mary'ling eyes, 
How it can dare to tell a heap gn 
Of ſuch unconſcionable, bare- fac'd lies! 3 


„How are the mighty falPn! jos the people cry— 
Meaning mr 

% Another hog of 8 ſtye; 7 

4 This vile apoſtate bends to Ball the knee ; 

« Lo, for a little meat and guzzle 

1. This ſneaking cur, too, takes the muzzle, 
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In lyric ſcandal ſoon will be a.chaſm-—— 
He wrote for bribes, tis plain, and now he cha 
e . JETF 
This mighty rk will be Joan in hand, 
«© By means of meat, the price of venal notes, 
Calm as a hackney coach-horſe on his ſtand, 


"n Toſſing about his noſe-bag and his oats. 


* K 


1 


* 


Whatever he hath ſaid, he dares unſay, 

« In native impudence fo rich 

Explain the plaineſt things away, 

« And call his Muſe a forward b; 

Treat fire of friendly promiſes as ſmoke, 
And laugh at truth and honour as a joke 1 
Such, Sir, is your. good people's howl, 

As thick as ſmall birds peſtering a Poor owl. 


In vain I tell the world around, 
That I have not a penſion found; 


Which ſpeech of ſimple truth the mob e. 1 


5 < Peter, this is an arrant lie 
« The fact is clear, too clear,” they cry— 


Thou haſt already zouch'd a quarter's wages. 


y Varlet, It always was thy vile intention— 
10 Thou haſt, thou haſt, thou liar, got a penſion b 


_ 


r 


still to ſupport my innocence, I've ſaid; 
Moſt ſinfully, I own, — “ I han't, by G:“ 


| Yet, had I ſworn my eyes out of my head, 
They never had believ'd, —how vaſtly odd 


The morning and the evening papers, 
Struck by the ſound are, in the vapours, 
And mourn and droop, to think P'm dead — 
Stunn'd by the unexpected news, 8 et 
The Magazines and the Reviews 

For wet can "ry lift the Why 


« | Nothing but poor mechanic uf,” 2 they © cry, 
46 Shall now be quoted for the public eye ;— 
Nothing original in fong— 

60 No novelty of images and thought 
« Before our fair Tribunal ſhall be brought! 
But trifling tranſpoſitions of our tongue: 


4 Nought but a wenn pomp of words,” 
Bearing a lifeleſs thought, ſhall readers meet 
„Ihe picture of a funeral that affords ; 8 
* So folemn marching through the Haring ſtreet. 


6 Where flags, and horſe, and foot, a ſorrow ape, 
„ With ali the dread diſmality of crape, 
Near the poor corpſe perhaps a puny brat, 
Or dry old maid, as meagre as a cat.“ 


«© No, 
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No, Sir! you never offer'd me a penſion— 
But then 1 gueſs it is your kind intention 
Yes, Sir, you mean a ſmall douceur to proffer; 
But give me leave, Sir, to decline the offer. 


p m much oblig'd t'ye, Sir, for your good will; 
But Oratorios have half undone ye: 
'Tis whiſper'd, too, that thieves have robb'd the 


Till 
Which kept your milk and butter money. 


So much with ſaving wiſdom are you taken, 
Drury and Covent-Garden ſeem forſaken— 
Since ce attendeth thoſe theatric borders, 
Content you go to Richmond Houſe with ordert. 


Form'd to delight all eyes, all hearts engage, 
When lately the ſweet Princeſs “ came of age, 
Train oil inſtead of wax was bid t' illume 
The goodly company and dancing room ! 

This never had been done, l'm very ſure, 
Had not you been, /ome tony or other, poor. 


You now want guineas to buy live ſtock, Sir, 
To graze your Windſor hill and vale; 
And farmers will not let their cattle ſtir, 
Vntil the money's down upon the nail. 


15 Princeſs Royal. 


OOO 
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, I'm told your ſheep have dy'd by dogs and bitches, 


And that your fowls have ſuffer'd by the fitchews ; 
And that your man-traps, guards of gooſe and duck, 
And cocks and hens, have had but lo ſo luck. 
Scarce fifty rogues, in chaſe of fowls and eggs, 
Have in thoſe loving engines loſt their legs. 


The bulſe, Sir, on a viſit to the Tow'r, 
 Howe'er the Royal Viſage may look ſour, 


Howe'er an object of a deep devotion, 
Muſt croſs once more the eaſtern Ocean! 


Indeed I hope the di 'monds will be 2 
Or ſcandal on us rolls in floods 
Some Nabob may be vile enough 
To bring an action for ſtol'n goods 


An action, to ſpeak lawyer-like, of Trover ; 


And Heav'n forbid it ſhould come over! 


For money matters, I am ſure, 
The Abbey muſic was put off; 


Becaule the Royal purſe is poor, 


Plagu'd with a dry conſumptive cough; 


Vet in full health again that purſe may riot, 
By God's raccz, and a ſcim- mill diet. 


Cloſe as a vice behold the nation's fiſt! 
Vain will be mouths made | up for Civil Liſt; 


ud; 


1 


And, humble pray'rs, ſo very ſtale, 
Will all be call'd an old wife's tale. 


Tour faithful Commons to your e 


Will not give up the nation's ſavings— 
Your fav'rite miniſter, I'm told, runs re/tif, 
And growls at ſuch petitions like a maſtiff. 


What if my 2804 1 riend Haſtings goes to 7 
Adams and Anſtruther have 2 hard ſtones— 
He finds his ſituation rather hot 


Burke, Fox, and Sheridan, may | break his bones. 


As ſurely as doe ſaw and felt the bulſe, 
Haſtings hath got a very awkward pulſe; 
Therefore in jeopardy the culprit ſtands ! 
Like patients whoſe diſorders doors flight 
Too often, he may bid us all good night ; 
And lip, poor man, between our bands. 


Then, Sir! Oh! then, as long as life endures, 
Nought but remembrance of the bulſe is ours; 
And to a ſtomach that like ours digeſts, 
pas is the dinner on remember d feaſts. Y 


I thick we caſes underſtand, and ken 
Symptoms, as well as moſt ingenious r men; ; 
 Oooz 
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But Lord! how oft the wiſeſt are miſtaken! 
Therefore I tremble for his badger'd bacon, 


We may be out, with all our {kill ſo clever, 
And what we think an ague, prove jail-fever. 


Nebuchadnezzar, Sir, the King, 
As facred Hiſt ries ſweetly ſing, 
Was on all. fours turn'd out to a 
Juſt like a | horſe, or mule, or aſs: 


Heav'ns! what a fall from kingly glory! 
J hope it will not ſo turn out 
That we ſhall have (to make a rout) 

A ſecond part of that old ſtory! 


This penſion was well meant, O glorious King, 
And for the Bard a very pretty thing ; 
But let me, Sir, refuſe it, 1 implore— 


T ought not to be rich whilſt you are poor; ? 
No, Sir, I cannot be your humble hack; 
I fear your Majeſty would break my back. 


I dare refuſe you for another reaſon 
We differ in religion, Sir, a deal; 

You fancy it a fin ally'd to treaſon, 

And vaſtly dangerous to the commonweal, 

For ſubje&s minuets and jiggs to play 

On the Lord's day. 5 
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Now, Sir, Pm very fond of fiddling— 

And in my morals, what the world ealls middling. 
Pye aſd my conſcience that came ſtraight from 
Heav'n, MT. 

Whether I ſtood a chance to be forgly? n, 
If on a Sunday, from all ſcruple' s free, 1 
F ſcrap'd the old Black Joke and Chere Amie. 
% Ah! fool, (exclaim'd my conſcience) know 
» God never againſt muſic made a rule; 
« On Sundays you may ſafely take your bow— 
40 And play as well the fiddle as the fool.” 12 


A late Archbiſhop, * too, 0 King, 
Who knew moſt ſecrets of the ſkies, 
Said, Heav'n on Sundays reliſh'd pipe and firing, 
Where ſounds on ſounds unceaſing riſe— 
And aſk'd, as Sunday had i its muſic there, 
* Sunday ſhou'd not have 15 muſic bere. 


In conſequence of this divine opinion, 

That Prince of Parſons in your great dominion, 
Inform'd hs faſhionable wife, | 

That ſhe might have her Sunday routs and cards, 

And meet at laſt with Heav'n's rewards, 
When Death ſhould take her precious life. 


Thus 1 pious ans raging doubts | 
His OT. did enjay her Sunday routs! 


* Cornwallis. 
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Upon Good-Friday, too, that awful day, 
Lo ! like Vauxhall, was Lambeth all ſo gay ö 


Now if his preſent Grace, with ſharpen'd eyes, 
Could ſquint a little deeper in the ſkies, 

He might be able to inform his dame 

Of two impoſtors, p'rhaps, call'd Sin and Shame, 
Who many a pleaſure from our graſp remove, 
. Pretending to commiſſions from above. 


Like this, a ſecret, ould his Site explore, 
What a proud day for Us and Mifreſs Moore“ 
For lo, two greater foes we cannot name 
To this world's} Joys than Mz To eurs Sin and Shame. 


Then might we think no more of praiſe and prayer, 
ut leave at will our Maker in the lurch : 
Sleep, racket, lie a bed, or take the air, 

And order owls and bats to go to church. 5 


Sundays, like other Days, would then have life: 
Now prim and ſtarch, and ſilent as a Quaker— 
And gloomy 1 in her looks, as if the wife | 
Or widow of an Undertaker. 


TA ſhould 1 have been, my Liege, 

So great a Monarch to oblige: 

And, Sir, between you, and the poſt, 

- And me, you don't know what you' ve loſt— 5 
he 
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The loſs of me, ſo great a Bard, 
Is not, O King! to be repair'd. 

My verſe ſuperior to the hardeſt rock, 

Nor earthquake fears, nor ſea, nor fire; 
Surpaſſing, therefore, Miſtreſs Damer's block, 
That boaſts ſo ſtrong a likeneſs of you, Sire. 

That block, ſo pond'rous, muſt with age decay, 
And all the lines of wiſdom wear away; ; 
1 grant the Lady's loyalty and love, 

Yet, © none but Phidias ſhould ny a Jove.” 


The Macedonian Hero el the ſtore 
Of fam'd Praxiteles alone ; ; 


Forbidding others to attempt his mob, 
It was ſo great and difficult a job. 


Auguſtus ſwore an _ oath ſo dread, 
He'd cut off any poet's head, 

But Virgil's, that ſhould dare his pelt rehearſe, 
Or mention ev'n his name in verſe. 


Then, Sir, if I may be a little Gow: 5 
=y art would ſuit your merits to K ho 


Ed in my adamantine lays 

Your virtues would like bonfires blaze— 
So firm your tuneful jeweller would ſet ? em, 
They'd break the teeth of Time to eat em. 


Wrap d 
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Wrapp'd in the ſplendor of my golden line, 
For ever would your Majeſty be fine! 
Appear a gentleman of firſt repute, 
And always glitter in a birth-day ſuit. 


Then to all tories would I give the he, 
That dar'd attack you and your fame deyour ; 4 
Making a King a ninepin in our — 
Who ought like Egypt's pyramid's to tow'r ; j 
Such is the following fable, for example; 
Of impudence, unprecedented ſample! 


Tur ROYAL SHEEP: 


SOME time ago a dozen lambs, 
Iwo rev'rend patriarchal rams, 
8 And one good motherly old Ewe, 8 
Died on a ſudden down at Kew; 


: Where, with the ſweeteſt | innocence, alas! 
Thoſe pretty, inoffenſive lambs, 
And rev rend horned patrierchal rams, 
And motherly old Ewe, were nibbling graſs: 
All, the fair property of our great King, 
Whole. deaths did much the rout boſom wring : 
Nees Tus 
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"Twas faid that dogs had tickled them to death: 


Play'd with their gentle eh and ſtopp'd their 


rcath. 


Like Homer" s heroes on thi enfanguin'd plain, 
Stalk'd Mr. Robinſon * around the ſlain | 


And never was more frighten'd | in his life! 


80 ſhock'd was Mr. Robinſon? 8 whole face, 
Not ſtronger horrors could have taken place, 


Ha id Cerberus devour'd his wife ! 


With wild, de cſpairing looks, and ache, 
And wet and pity.aſking eyes, 


He, trembling, to the royal preſence ventur'd— 
White as the whiteſt napkin when he enter'd! 
White as the man who ſought King Priam's bed, 
And told him that his warlike ſon was dead. 


0 0 pleaſe your Mae he. blubb' ring, cried— a 


And then ſtopp' d ſnort - 


Bs What? what? what? wh. at ?” the Naring King 2255 


rephed— | „ 
i. Speak, Robinſon, ſpeak, peak, what, what's 
"FE the hurt?“ 


4 i 


& O Sire? ſaid Robinſon again 


«6 Speak” - —ſaid the King Ry put me out of 


* pain 


The Hind: 
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«© Don't, Jon! t in this ſulpence a body keep” — 
c OSire!” cried Robinſon, * the ſheep" the ſheep?” 


«© What of the ſheep,” replied the King, A pray, i 

V' 

6 Dead! Robinſon, tens” dead, or run away ? py” 

c Dead! anſwer'd Robinſon; | dead! gend dead 5 
2 TY dead!” 

Then like a W my, hung his bead! 


Bn OE be 2 che monarch a 6d, TY viſage fad. 
0 oF dogs, ſaid 5 te and ne mad . 


8 1 N o, no, they can t be niad, ht © can't be Mine | 
% No, no, things arn't ſo bad, things arn't fo bad, as 


„ Rejoin'd the King, 
Off with them quick to market—quick, 3 — 


„In with them, in, in with them in a cart | 


708 Sell, fell them for as much as they will ll bring. 72 


| Now to Fleet Market, driving me the wind, 
| Amidſt his murder'd mutton, rode the Hind, 


All in the royal cart ſo great, 
"=P try to {ell the royal moſes 


The news of this 1 rare bach of lambs, 


And ewe and rams, 


Defign'd for many a London dinner, 
| Reach'd the fair ears of Maſter Sheriff Skinner, 


Who 


Cars 1 


Who with a hammer and a conſcience clear, 
Gets glory and ten/thouſand pounds a year 
And who, if things go tolerably fair, 


Will be Yr oe 288 London's proud Lord Mayor. 


* 


The Alderman was in ws pulpit chining, 


*Mdiſt Gentlemen with nightcaps, hair and wigs ; 


In language moſt rhetorical defining 
et merit of a lat of Pigs: 
When ſuddenly the news was 1 
That in Fleet Market were unwholeſome ſheep, 
Which made the Preacher from his pulpit leap, 
As nimble as a a taylor o or As r e 


For reflice panting, and unaw'd by fears, 
This King, this Emperor of Auctioneers 
: Set of. a furious face indeed he put on— 
Like light'ning did he gallop up Cheapſide! 
| Like thunder down thro' Ludgate did he ride 
To catch the man who fold this dreadful mutton. 


Now to Fleet Market full of wrath he came 
And with the fpirit of an ancient Roman, 
Exceeded ! believe by no man, 


The Alderman, ſo virtuous, cried out, FE Shame?” | i 
Ppp "Ee 60 D—mme,“ : 


"> . 5 oe bm es one a. L — 
4h ME .—  e NT anaage ©" 
. „ N 2 W 
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95 5 ' to Robinſon ſaid Maſter Skinner, 

Who on ſuch mutton, Sir, can make a dinner! Ps 

“Jou, if you pleaſe,” 3 

Cried Mr. Robinſon, with perfect eaſe. 

e Sir!“ —quoth the red-hot Alderman again : 

Tou, '—quotb the DOA: in n juſt the lame coo! 
ſtrain, 


| « 


08 OF, off,” cried Skinner, with your carrion n heap, 


Quick, d—mme, take 8 your naſty ſheep. 
Whilſt I command, not e' en the King 
Shall ſuch vile ſtuff to market bring, 
And London ſtalls ſuch garbage put on— 

* $9 take away your ſtinking mutton.“ 


AQ 


1 
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£ 
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K 


5 


0 


* 


Ju,“ replied Robinſon, c you cry out Shame!“ 
Leu blaſt the ſheep, good Maſter Skinner, pray 3 
ce You give the harmleſs mutton a bad name! 

« You impudently order It away! 


cc Sweet Maſter Alderman, don't make this rout : : 

Clap on your ſpectacles upon your ſnout; _ 

And then your keen, ſurveying eyes regale | 
With thoſe ſame fine large letters on the cart 

e Which brought this blaſted mutton here for ſale.“ 

Poor Skinner read, and read it with a ſtart! 


Like 


E 

Like Hamlet, frighten'd at his father's ghoſt; 
The Alderman ſtood ſtaring like a poſt; 

He ſaw G. R. inſcrib'd, in handſome letters, 
Which e N Wann unto his betters. 
The NT ROOTS now turn'd to deep reflection; : 

And being bleſt with proper recolleQion, 


Exclaim'd—* I've made a great mikake—Oh! 1 fad! 
The ſheep are reall 7 not fo bad. 


9 


"Dear Mr. Robinſon, I bu cout phtdon, 
Your Job-like patience I've borne hard on; 
Whoever ſays the mutton is not good, 

— 5 Knows a Mr. - Robinſon, of food. 


6 


N 


fa 


* 


* 1 verily believe could turn 1 


On ſuch neat, wholeſome, pretty Hi ea 
ce Pray Mr. Robinſon the mutton fell— 
WEI Hope, Sir, that his Majeily 1 is well.” ; 


' 66- 


80 8 Mr. Robinſon he quitted, 

With cherubimic ſmiles and placid brows, 5 
: For ſuch embarraſſing occaſions, fitted— 
Adding me five and Taree humble bon s. 


To work went Robinſon to fell as aces + Tk 
But people would not buy, except dog-cheap; ; 
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At length the ſheep were ſold—without the fleece, 
f _ brought King George juſt half-a-crown a piece. 


: Naw fe the other ſaucy lymg ſtory, „„ 
Mage; one would think, to tarniſh Kingly glory. 


"Tas Kk AND PARSON ' YOUNG. 


THE K* (God bleſs him) met old Parſou 

' Young | 

Walking on Windſor Terrace one fair morning— 
Delightful was the day— the ſcent was ſtrong— 
A heavenly day for howling and for horning! 

For tearing farmers' hedges down—hallooings— 
Shouts, curſes, oaths, and 89 like pious doings. | 


- "gs Young,” ' cried the Kk « = hunt, dye hunt 

On 

« Tes, 3 what! ? yes, yes, fine day, | fine 
1 day.“ | 


1 ow with a rev rent bow the Prieſt replied, 
Great King! I really have no horſe to ride; 

« Nothing, O Monarch, but my founder'd mare, 
« And be, my Liege, as blind as ſhe can ſtare.” 


"tv, 
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0 No horſe! oY rejoin'd the K* 6 *, no horfe, no 


« horſe?!” 
&« Indeed,” the Parſon added, I have none: 
„ Nothing but poor old Dobbin—who of courſe 
8 dangerous —being blinder than a ſtone.“ 
| 00 Blind, blind, Young? never mind—you muſt 
: « muſt go, 
cc Muſt hunt, muſt bunt, Young—ftay behind 

wh no no.“ . 


What pity, that the King, i in his Gfeourls 
Forgot to ſay, << PI lend Ye, Young, a horſe!” | 


The K. to \ Young behaving thus ſo kind, 
Whate'er the danger, and howe'er inclin'd, 

At home with politefſe Young could not ſtay— 5 
80 up his Rev'rence got upon the mare, 
Reſolv'd the chace with Majeſty to ſhare, 
 Whate'er the dangers of the day. 


Rous'd was the deer! 
„ ee 
| Caſtor and Pollux like, rode ſide by ſide; 
When lo, a ditch was to be ſprung! 
Over leap'd G. THE TrRD with rad pride. 


Over jump d Tinker, Towzer, Rockwood, Towler, 


Over r Mendall, Bruſpwod, Fubal, Fowler, 
_ Trimbuſh 


. SEN and Parſon 


* 3 8 
. — ries N ne — 
1 e — 


> aa. 


Nimrod the ſecond join'd the jovial chace. 


L 
Trimbuſb and Lightning, Ranter, Wonder, 
And fifty others with their mouths of thunder 
Great names! whoſe pedigrees ſo fair, 


With thok of Homer's Herors might Ones 


# 


Thus „ attended leap'd the King, 


By all thoſe hounds attended with a 9 
Not Cæſar's ſelf a fiercer look put on, 


When with his hoſt he paſs'd the Rubicon! 


But wayward Fate the Parſon's palfrey humbled, 


And gave the mare a ſudden check— 
Unfortunately poor blind Dobbin humbled, 
And broke. nie Reverence" 8 11 X 


The Monarch, gaping, with amaze look'd round 


Upon his dead companion on the ground— 
„What, what?” he cried, —“ Young dead !— 
„ Young dead !—Young dead! 


6 « Humph —take him up—and put him home to 


* bed,” 


Thus antes fniſh'd —with a chearful face 


A MORAL 


— 481 ] 
AMORAL REFLECTION. 


FOOLS would have ſtopp'd when Parſon Young was 


„ 
And giv'n up ev'ry owls ot hound and FI 


And with a weakneſs, call'd Compaſſion, fill'd, 


Had turn'd Samaritan, and dropp'd a tear. 


But better far the royal ſportſman knew 


| But Majeſty may ſay—*<< what, what, what's death? 2 
_ © Novught, nought, nought but a little loſs of breath.“ 


* — 
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He gueſs'd the conſequence, beyond a doubt. 
Full well he gueſs'd he ſhould not have a view 


And that he ſhould be r thrown out. 


Prhaye from the royal eye a tear - might hop; „ 
Yet Pages ſwear they never aw 1 it drop. 


To Parſon Young, *twas more, I'm very clear 


Hie loſt by death ſome hundred pounds a year. 


A great deal, my dear Liege, depends 


On having clever bards for friends — 
What had Achilles been without his Homer? 


A taylor, woollen-draper, or a comber! 


| Fellows that have been dead a hundred year, 2: 
: N one but the Lord knows how or where— 1 
Qq . 15 | In 


r 


— 
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In Poetry s rich graſs how virtues thrive. — 
Some when put in, ſo lean, ſcarce ſeem alive; ; 
And yet, ſo ſpeedily a bulk obtain— - 
That ev'n their owners know them not again. 


Could you, indeed, have gain'd my muſe of fire, 
Great would your luck have been, indeed, Brent 
Sinn! 
Then had ! pin d your nobleneſs of ſpirit— 
Then had I boaſted that myſelf, _ 
Hight Peter, was the firſt bleſt, tuneful elf, 
Lou ever gave a farthing to for merit. 


Though money be a pretty handy tool ; 

Of Mammon, lo! I ſcorn to be the fool! 

If Fortune calls, ſhe's welcome to my cot, 
Whether ſhe leaves a guinea or a groat : 
Whether ſhe brings me from the butcher's ſhop 
The whole ſheep, or a ſimple chop. 


For lo! like Andrew Marvel I can dine, 
And deem a mutton-bone extremely fine— 
Then, Sir, how difficult the taſk, you ſee, 
Io bribe a moderate gentleman like Me. 


1 will not ſwear, bin blank, I ſhall not alter— 
A Saint—my nameſake e' en was know 10 faulter. 


Nay 


Nay more — ſome clever men in oppoſition, 
Whoſe ſouls did really ſeem in good condition; 
Who made of Pitt ſuch horrible complaint, 

And damn'd him for the worſt of knaves ; 
Alter'd their minds—became Pitt's abjeQ ſlaves, 
And — their new Patron for a Saint. | 


And who! is there that may not chilies his mind? 
Where can you folks of that deſcription find 
Who will not ſell their ſouls for caſh, | 
That moſt angelic, diabolic traſh ! _ 

Een grave Divines ſubmit to elit ring gold! 
The beſt of conſciences are bought and ſold: 

As in a tale I'll ſhow, moſt edifying, , 

And prove to all the world, that 'm not lying. 


"TP PARSON, THE SQUIRE, AND WY 
SPANIEL. 


4 T 5 . E. 


A GEN TLEMAN noſſeſs'd a fav'rite ſpaniel, 
That never treated maid nor man ill: 
This dog, of whom we cannot too much ſay, 
Cot from his godfather the name of Tray. 


Qqqe After 
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After ten years of ſervice juſt, 
Tray, like the race of mortals, ſought the duſl-— 
That is to ſay, the ſpaniel died: 
A coffin then was order'd to be made, 
Ihe dog was in the church yard laid, 
And o'er his pale remains the maſter cry'd. 


> 
8 „56 ²˙ ü ˙ oi EE, try 


Lamenting much his truſty fur. clad friend, 

And willing to commemorate his end, 

He rais'd a ſmall blue ſtone, juſt after burial, 
And weeping, wrote on it this ſweet memorial: 


HERE reſt the relics of a friend below, 

Bleſt with more ſenſe than half the folks I know; 
Fond of his eaſe, and to no parties prone, 

He damn'd no ſect, but calmly gnaw'd his bone: 

Perform'd his functions well in ev'ry way— 

Bluſh, Chriſtians, if you can, and copy Tray. 


8x 


THE Curate of the Huztingtonian Band, 

Rare breed of goſpel hawks that ſcour the land, 

And fierce on fins their quarry fall, 
Thoſe Locuſts, that would eat us all: 


. Men 
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Men who with new. invented patent eyes, 

See Heav'n and all the angels in the ſkies; 
As plain as in the box of Showman Swiſs, 
For little Maſter made, and curious Miſs; 
We ſee with huge delight the King of France 
With all his Lords and Ladies dance. 


This Curate heard th' affair with deep emotion, 
Aud thus exclaim'd, with infinite devotion : : 
« O Lord! O Lord! O Lord! O Lord! 


4 Fine doings theſe, 8 my word! 


4 This, truly, 5 is a pretty thing ! ou 

„What will become of this moſt ſhocking world ? 
« How richly ſuch a rogue deſerves to ſwing, 
And then to > Satan' s hotteſt flames be hurl'd! 


bo: Oh! by this damned deed how I am hurried! 
A dog in chriſtian ground be buried! 
And have an epitaph forſooth ſo civil: 
Egad! Old Maids will preſently be found 
« Clapping their dead ram cats in holy e 

« And writing verſes on each mouſing devil. 2 


Againſt ſuch future abe providing, 
The Prieſt ſet off, like Homer's Neptune, ftrid- 
ing, 


; vowing 5 


[ 486 1 
| Vowing to put the culprit in the Court : 
He found him at the ſpaniel's humble grave; 
Not praying, neither ſinging of a ſtave; 
And thus began t' abuſe him—not exhort 


© Son of the Dev'l, what haſt thou done? 
* Nought for the action can atone— 
„ 1 ſhould not wonder if the great Allwiſe 
Quick darted down his lightening all ſo red, 
© And daſh'd to earth that wretched head, 
8 Which dar'd ſo foul, ſo baſe an act deviſe. 


Bury a dog like chriſtian folk! 
« None but the devil could provoke 

HA man to perpetrate a deed ſo odd : 

* Our Inquiſition ſoon the tale ſhall hear. 

And quickly your fine fleece ſhall ſheer; 
„ Why, ſuch a villain can't believe in God!“ 


„ Softly! my rev'rend Sir,” the ſquire replied— 
Tray was as good a dog as ever died 
<« No education could his morals mend 
« And, what, perhaps, Sir, you may doubt, 
„Before his lamp of life went out, 
« He order'd you a legacy, my friend.“ 


Did he ?—poor dog!” the ſoften'd prieſt rejoin'd, 
In accents pitiful and kind 33 
VHF | «© What! 
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& What! was it 7 ray? Pm ſory for poor Tray: — 
« Why truly, dogs of ſuch rare merit, | 
« Such real nobleneſs of ſpirit, 9 5 
C Should not like common dogs be put 12 .— 


"a Well! pray what was it that he gave, 
* Poor fellow! ere he ſought the grave? 

I gueſs I may put confidence, Sir, 1 in ye.“ 
« A piece of gold,“ the gentleman reply'd— 
« Pm much oblig'd to Tray,“ the Parſon cry'd; 

80 left God's cauſe, and pocketed the guinea. 


Yet, ſhould I imitate the fickle wind, 
Or Mr. patriot Eden—change my mind; 
And for the Bard your Majeſty ſhould ſend, 
And ſay, Well well, well well, my tuneful friend * 
*I long, I long, to give you ſomething, Peter- 
4c You make fine yerſes—nothing can be {weeter— 
« What will you haref whats what ? peak out 
"2 0 ſpeak out- 


« Yes, yes, you weng want, no > doubt, no 
cc doubt.” —— 


Or ſhould you, like ſome men who gravely preach, 
Forſake your uſual ſhort- hand mode of ſpeech, 
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And thus degin—in bible-phraſe ſublime; 

„ What ſhall be done for our rare Son of Rhime® 
The Bard who full of wiſdom writeth ? 

* The Bard in whom the King delighteth ? 


Then ball the Poet thankfully teply 


With fault'ring voice, low bow, and marv'ling ey e, 


All meekneſs! ſuch a ſimple, dove. like thing! 
| « Bleſt be the Bard who verſes can endite, | 
« To yield a ſecond Solomon delight! 


« Thrice bleſt, who findeth favour with the ug : 


Since tis hs Royal Will t to give the Bard 

c In whom the King delighteth, ſome reward 

ec Some mark of Royal Bounty to requite him: * 
* O * do any thing but KNIGHT HIM.” 
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PETER'S PROPHECY ; 


O R, 
Tux PRESIDENT any POET. 


OR, 


| Ax IMPORTANT EPISTLE ro SIR J. BANKS, 


ON THE 
APPROACHING ELECTION 


OF A 


' PRESIDENT or Tus ROYAL SOCIETY. 


Tros, Rutiluſve fuat, nullo diſcrimine habebo. 

| 7 | VIII. 
Rank is a Farce—if People Fools will be, 
A Scavenger and King's the fame to ue. 
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PETER'S PROPHECY ; 


o R, 


Ta A PRESIDE N . AND POET. 
FCC 


HE Bard who fill'd with Friendſhip's | pureſt fire, 
Tun'd to a mighty King the moral lyre; 5 
With all the magic of the Muſe's art, 


: Smil'd at his foibles and enlarg'd » bis heart 


Ungrateful Prince! like moſt of modern times, 


Who never thank'd the Poet for his rhymes : 


The Bard with wiſdom's voice ſublimely ſtrong, 


Who ſear'd the maids of honour with his ſong, 


* Verily the Lyric Bard hath cauſe of triumph by means of 
a few hints, the cloſe fiſt of Royal Economy hath been a little un- 


clenched. By God's grace, and the Poet's good health, greater 


things are likely to be accompliſhed, ſuch is the power of fog” 
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Turn'd 
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Turn'd courtiers pale, and turn'd to ſilent wonder 

Ambaſſador's, at Truth's deep tone of thunder; 
Who in their country, (ſuch a timid thing!) 
Was never known to whiſper to a king: 

The Bard who dar'd undaunted thus to tow'r, 
And boldly oracles to princes pour, 

Stoops from the zenith of his eagle flight 

To give inſtrudion to a * mple Knight. 


T6 Cæſar, who th' dhvice with ſcorn repaid, 

Beware the Ides of March,” a Conj'ror ſaid. 
More rev'renc'd let a greater Conj'ror ſay, | 
Beware, Sir Joſeph Banks, St. Andrew's Day.” 
Near is the gloomy month, and gloomy hour, 
When of your plumage ſtripp'd, and fav'rite pow” F. 
Vou quit that mace and pompous chair of ſtate, 
And ceaſe Lord Paramount of Moth debate, 

Ibat awe-inſpiring hammer'd fiſt . 

: Like ſcepter'd Jove, and n the Auctioneer! 


SIR JOSEPH. 


* ell! what'stNovember's * gloomy month or hour f 
"The oy which 1 reſtores wy po: Te 


PETER. 


Perchance Ambition may be doom'd to mourn! 
Perchance your honours may no more return! 


3 On this chirticth of November the Preſident ; is 88 defied: 
| Think 
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Think what a hoſt of enemies you make ! 


What feeling mind would be a Bull at ſtake ? 


Pinch'd by this mongrel, by that malt. corn : 


Who'd make a feat to treat the public ſcorn ? 

Who'd be a bear that graſps his club with pride 

With which bis Dancing Maſter drubs his hide? 
None, dear Sir Jo/eph, but the arrant'ſt fool 


Turns butt to catch the ſhafts of ridicule, 


SIR JOSEPH, 


Tour meaning, friend, I eaſily divine ! 


PETER, 


Yes, quit for life the chair——refign, reſign. 


SIR JOSEPH. 


No ! with contempt the grinning Wi ſee, 
And always laugh at %% who laugh at me. 


PETER. 


To ſteal a point then, may I never thrive 


But you muſt be the merrieſt man alive. 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Good! ! but, my friend, would be a black November, 
T0 loſe the chair, and ſncak A vulgar member; 


— — — ᷑ — 
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Sit on a bench mumchance without my hat *, 
Sunk from a Lion to a tame Tom Cat: 
Juſt like a Schoolboy trembling o'er his book, 


Afraid to move, or ſpeak, or think, or look, 


When Mr. Preſident, with maſtiff air, 
Vouchſafes to grumble « Silence“ from the chair, 


" PETER 


| All this 1s monifying to be ſure, 
And more than fleſh and blood can well endure! 4 
I!hen to your turnip fields in peace retire : 
Return like Cincinnatus, country ſquire: 
Go with your wiſdom, and amaze the boors 
With appletree, and ſhrub, and flow'r amours ; 
And tell them all, with wide- mouth'd wonder big, 
How gnats + can make a cuckold of a fig. 
Form fly clubs, ſhell clubs, weed clubs, if you pleaſe, 
And proudly reign the Preſident of theſe : 
Go, and with periwinkle wiſdom charm ; 
With loves of lobſters, oyſters, crabs, alarm; A 


And tell them how like ours, the females woo'd, 


By kiſling, people all the realms of mud : 

Thus, tho? proud London dares refuſe you fame, 
The towns of Lincolnſhire ſhall raiſe your name, 
Knock down the bear, and bull, and calf, and king, 
And bid Sir Tops on their Hgnpoſta lwing. - 


* The Preſident always wears bis hat. 
f See the Natural Hiſtory of the Fig. 


SIR 


1 
SIR JOSEPH. 


No] ſince I've fairly mounted Fortune's maſt, 
Till Fate ſhall chop my hands off, PII hold faſt, 


PETER, 


And . Sir Joſeph, fame reports you ſtole | 
To Fortune's topmaſt through the /ubberhole®. 
Think of the men, whom ſcience ſo reveres! 
Horſley, and Wilſon, Maſtelyne, Maſeres, 

| Landen, and Hornſby, Atroced, Glenie, Hutlon— 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Kockbeads' ! for whom I do not care a button ! 
Fools, who to mathematics would confine us, 
And bother all our cars with 1 and minus. 


PETE R. 


No more they ſearch the philoſophic mine, 

To bid the journals with their labours ſhine, 
And yield a glorious ſplendor to the page, 
Such as when Newton, Halley grac'd the age! 
Retir'd, thoſe members now behold with ſighs 


The dome, like Egypt, ſwarm with frogs and fiies ; 1 


And you, the Pharaoh too without remorſe, 
The ſtubborn parent of the reptile curſe ; 


* A part of the ſhip well-known to ſeamen, 


See 
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See Wiſdom yield to Folly's rude control; 
Jove's eagle murder'd by a mouſing owl“. 


81 JOSEPH. 


Poh ! poh ! my friend, I've ſtargazers enough; 
I now look round for diff*rent kind of ſtuff: | 
Befides—untitled members are mere ſwine ; 


I with for princes on my lift to ſhine 3 


I'll have a company of ſtars and ſtrings ; 

I'll have a proud ſociety of kings / 

PI have no miſerable ſqueal tomtit, 

Whilſt Fortune offers pheaſants to my ſpit ! 

For me, the Dev'l may take a nameleſs fry—— 


No ſprats, no ſprats, whilſt whales can feaſt my eye. 


PETER. 


Thus on a ſtall, amidſt a country fair, . 
Old Women ſhow of gingerbread their ware! 
King David and Queen Bathſheba behold, 
Strut from their dough majeſtic, grac'd with gold! 
King Solomon fo great in all his glory, 
The Queen of Sheba too, renown'd in ſtory ! 
The Grannies theſe diſplay with doting eyes; 
Delighted ſee them all the Louts ſurpriſe; 
Whilſt no poor bak' d Plebeian, great or ſmall, 


Dares ſhow his ſneaking noſe upon the ſtall ! 


1 ** - 


* Vide Shakeſpeare. 


Sir 
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Sir Joſeph, do not fancy, that by fate 


Great wiſdom goes with titles and eſtate! 
Igrant that pride and inſolence appear 


Where purblind Fortune thouſands gives a year. 
Too many of Fortune's inſects have I ſeen, 
Proud of ſome little name, with ſcornful mien, 


High o'er the head of modeſt Genius riſe, 

Pert, foppiſh, whiling, flutt'ring butterflies ! _ 
Weak imps ! on whom, their planets all ſo kind, 
In pity to their poverty of mind, 

Around them treaſure bountifully ſhed, 


Convinc'd the fools would want a bit of bread. 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Since truth muſt out, then know, my die (riend. 
| Philoſophers my ſoul with horror rend; 


Whene'er their mouths are open'd, I am mum 


Plague take 'em, ſhould a Pre/ident be dumb? 
1 loathe the arts—the univerſe may know 1 it 
T hate a painter, and I hate a poet 


To theſe two ears, a bear Marche growls, 
Mara and Billington a brace of owls. 
To circles of pure ignorance conduct me; 


1 hate the company that can inſtruct me; 
I wiſh to imitate my King, ſo nice, 
Great Prince, who ne'er was known to take advice! x 


Who keeps no company (delightful plan!) 
That dares be wiſer than himſelf, good man! 


PETER: 


W 
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PETER. 


In troth, Sir Joſeph, 1 have often fern ye 

Look in debate a little like a ninny, _ 
Struggling to grafp the ſenſe with mouth, hands, Wyn 
And with the philoſophic Speaker riſe; 

Juſt like a ſpider bruſh'd by Suſan's broom, 

That tries to claw its thread, and mount the room, 
= Poor ſprawling reptile, but with humbled air 
1 Condemn'd to ſneak away behind a chair. 


8 I R 10 8 E P H, d 


Still to the point—a rout let fellows make; 
5 My pow'r is too well fix'd for ſuch to hake; 
My ſure artillry hath o'ercome a "of 


P ET E R. 


I own the oreat, paſt pow'rs of tea and toaſt ! 

Ven'ſon's a Cæſar in the fierceſt fray: 

Turtle an Alexander in its way: 

And then, in quarrels of a ſlighter nature, 
Mutton's a moſt ſucceſsful Mediator! 

So much ſuperior is the ſtomach's ſmart 
Io all the vaunted horrors of the heart; 5 
Fen Love, who often triumphs in his grief, 


Hath ceas'd to feed on ſighs to feed on beef. 


SIR 
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S IR JOSEPH. 


Ves, yes, my friend, my tea and butter'd rolls 

| Have found an eaſy paſs to people's ſouls: 

My well-tim'd dinners (certain folks revere) 
Have left this eaſy boſoin nought to fear. 

The turnpike road to people's hearts I find, 
Lies through their guts, or | miſtake mankind ; 
Beſides, whilſt thus I boaſt my Sov'reign's ſmile, 
Let raggamuthns rage, and rogues revile. 


PETER. 


Alas! Sir Joſeph! grant the king) you pleaſe, 
Which ev'ry Courtier's eye with envy ſees; 
A glorious thing too, no man can deny it; 
Though no man ever got a ſixpence by it; 

Yet of our lucky iſland, certain Kings, 

Far from all. mighty, are not mighty things; 
And though with many a wren you make him bleſt, 
And many a tomtit's egg and tomtit's neſt; 
And many a monkey ſtuff'd to make him grin, 
And many a flea and beetle on a pin; 
And promiſe (to cajole the royal mind) _ 

To make his butcher member, and his hind; 
It is not he, with Polyphemus ſtare, 

And ſtern command, perpetuates the Chair! 

I know that diſaffection taints the throng, 
And know the world is laviſh in its tongue. 

— — 1 
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3 
SIR JOSEPH. 


Ah ] tell me fairly without more delay, | : 
What *tis the blackguard world hath dar'd to fay; 1 


Perhaps a pretty devil I'm pourtray'd ; 
The world's free bruſh deals damnably in ſhade. 


PETER. 


Thus, then,” by How dares that man his carcaſe ſquat, 
ts Bold i in the ſacred chair where Newton fat ; 


6 Whoſe eye could Nature's darkeſt veil pervade, | 
And, ſun-like, view the ſolitary maid ; 
„ Purſue the wand'rer through each ſecret maze, 
And on her labours dart a noontide blaze ? 


When to the chair Banks forc'd his bold aſcent, 
6c He crawl'd a a bug upon. the monument.) 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Curſe them By 


PETER: 


Have patience, dear Sir Joſeph, pray ! 


1 have not mention'd halt the people ſay.— 
Thus then again, „He beats the bears, ſo rude, 


«© With bulldog aſpect, and with brains of mud : 
His words, like ſtones for pavements, make us ſtart; 
Rude, roughly rumbling, adds from the cart; 


&© Who 


{got J 


% Who for importance all his lungs employs, 


&& 


And thinks that words, like drums, were made 
ce. for-none:: - 


* A fellow ſo unqualified to ſhine! | 

Who never to the Journals gave a line; £ 

But into Sweden caſt a fox-like look, 

* And caught Gooſe Dryander to write his book * , 

© Suck ts the mania for the claps of Fame, ; 

80 ſought by many a Squire and gentle Dame, 
Reſembling Beggars that on alms grow fat; 

«© Who, if too weak themſelves to make à brar 

cc Buy children up to melt the trav'ler' $ 1 

And from his pocket call the charity. 


8 „ Through him each trifle. hunter that can bring 


A grub, a weed, a moth, a bectle's wing, : 
Shall to a Fellow” $ dignity ſacceed ; 


„„ Witneſs Lord Chatham and his IE bed +7 


How had he pow'rs to muſter up the face 
To aſk a Preſident's important place? 


A moſt pompous Birth in the botanical way is to make its 


a»pearance ſoon; Sir Joſeph the reputed father, though Jonas 


 Dryander, the Swede, his ſecretary, begets it. 


E Vulgarh called Dandelion. Something of this kind, (a molt 


wonderful ſpecies 1) was preſented by the eldeſt born of the great 
Pitt, for which he was created F. R. 8. 


6c How | 
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& 105 with a ee inſolence to the 
Abuſe and joſtle Pringle * from the chair ? 


* 


A moth-hunter, a crab. catcher, a bat, 


That owes its ſole exiſtence to a gnat! 
„A hunter of the meaneſt reptile breed, 


A f.-] that croſſes oceans for a weed. 


* About the year 1779, conductors were ordered bs he placed ” 


near all our magazines to ſecure them from the effects of lightning. 
A queſtion then aroſe, hi,“ would beſt ſucceed, 5/unt or point- 


ed conductors. Sir John Pringle, with the ſenſible part of the 
Society, were of opinion, as, indeed, was Dr. Franklin, that 
points were preferable. —Sir Joſeph Banks and his party roared 7 5 
| loudly for the blunts. —The diſpute ran ſo high, that His Maje- 
ty took a part in it; and being rather partial to blunt conductort, 
thought to put an end to the matter by giving his own peremp- 
tory decifion, and announcing to the world the ſuperiority of 
n0bs, To confirm his great and abiſe opinion, uobs were actually 
fixed on iron rods at the end of Buckingham Houſe. This, 
however, was not all; on the birth day, His Majeſty deſired Sir 

John to give it to the world as the opinion of the Royal Society, 
that Dr. Franklin was wrong. The Preſident replied, like a 
man, that it was not in his power to reverſe the order of Nature. 
The Sovereign could not eaſily ſee that, and therefore repeated 


his commands, — Teized by the King from time to time to op- 


| poſe the decided opinion of the rebellious Franklin, and the laws 

of Nature; and conſtantly barked at by Sir Joſeph and his moth- 
: hunting phalanx ; he refigned the chair and returned to Scot- 
| land, —The honour was inſtantaneouſly ſnapped at and caught 
by the preſent poſer, ſuch as he is! 


. Once 


rr 


£c 


+ 


. 363 3 


oy Once tow! ring Science made Crane Court * her 
_. «© home, 


0 And heay' n-born Wiſdom patroniz'd the 4 


7 With awful aſpect at the portal ſhone, 


« And to her manſion woo'd the wiſe alone; 


6 Now at the door ſee moon- eyed Folly grin, 


* 


Inviting birds-neſt hunters to come in: 

Idiots who ſpecks on eggs deroutly Roms 

And furbiſh up a folio on a wren.” 

You ſee the world, Sir Joſeph, ſcorns to latter 


* 


SI R JOSEP . 


By G-d! I think it hath not mine'd the matter. 


Yet, by the Pow'r who made me, Peter, know, 


m honour'd, ſtar'd at, whereſoe er I go! 
Soon as a room enter, lo, all ranks 
Get up to compliment een anks !- 


PETER. 


And then ſit down again, 1 do ſuppoſe ; 


And then around the room a whiſper goes, | 
Lord, that's Sir Fo/e ph Banks . '—how grand his . 


look! 


Le Who ſail'd all round the world with Captain Cook. 2 


»The Royal Society? s rooms are removed from Crane Court 
to Somerſet Place. 


SIR 


E 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Zounds ! what the devil's fame if this be not? 


FL 1TE 


Sir Joleph, prithee don't be ſuch a ſot 
Thoſe wonderful admirers, man, were dozens 
Of freſh imported, ſtaring country Couſins ; 

To London come, the waxwork to devour, 
And ſee their brother beaſts within the Tow'r : 
True fame is praiſe by men of wiſdom giv'n, 
Whoſe ſouls diſplay ſome aku of Heav'n ; 
Not by the wooden million——Nature's chips, 
Whoſe twilight ſouls are ever in eclipſe; _ 
Puppies! who, though on idiotiſm's dark brink, 
Becauſe they*ve heads, dare fancy they can ink. 


SIR JOSEPH. 


What though unletter'd „I can lead the herd, 
And laugh at half the ken to their beard. 


3 9 requent to Court I go, and midſt the ring, 

. 

„ 1 catch moſt gracious whiſpers from the King 

. | 

bf In ſpite of our objection to Sir Joſeph as . we 
5 muſt allow his candour in acknowledging himſelf anlettered, as he 
'K really was refuſed his degree at Cambridge, though every inte- 
bi reſt was implored t to make him paſs muſter. | 
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1 
PETER. 

| And well 0 chink) 1 hear each precious ſpeech, 

In ſentiment ſublime, and language rich ; 
„hat's new, Sir Jaſcpb: What, what' $ new found 

Sort” 

„ What's the ſociety, what, what hour ? 
Any more monſters, lizard, monkey, 
Egg, weed, mouſe, butterfly, pig. witat, wil. 

"0 what 7-- = | i 
Fx Toad, ſpider, graſshopper, Sir 7 Voſeph Bark: . = 
Any more thanks, more thanks, more t | . 1 
„ more thanks? , 50 e "ll 
You ſtill gat raw fleſh, beetle, viper, bat. 


6 Toad, tadpole, Ys Sir Joſeph, what, witar, 1 
What!“ „%% OO N gs 


* 


4 


4 N 


Such is the language of the firſt of Kings, i 
That many a ſighing heart with envy lings! 5 : x 
And much Pm pleas'd to fancy that | hear 150 | [ 
Such wiſe and gracious whiſpers greet your ear: 

Vet if the greater part of members growl, 
Though owls themſelves, and curſe vor for an on 
And bent the great Sir Fojepb Hanks to humble, 
Behold the Giant Preſident muſt tumble, 
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SIR JOSEPH. 


Zounds ! Sir, the Creat-o ones to my whiſtle come ; * 
1 have 'em ev'ry one beneath my thumb. 
Electors, Margraves, Princes, grace my liſt, 
And ſhall a few poor ragged rogues reſiſt, 

| Becauſe (a flock of aſtronomic gulls) 

Ihe cobweb mathematics croud their ſculls ? 

Ihe great, when beckon'd too, my cauſe ſhall aid. 
And happy think themſelves with zhanks o. 'crpaid : 
Theſe ſhall ariſe, and with a ſingle frown, 

Beat the bold front of 8 8 IR deen 


PETER. 


Thus by a word, the Showman at the Tow' . 

Exerts on brother ſavages his pow'r? 

Bids Nero, Cæſar, Pompey, ſpread their paws, 
, And ſhow the en of mer: gaping jaws! 


SIR JOSEPH. 


By heav'ns! 9 merit, ſay whate'er you pleaſe! 
Can name the vegetable tribes with eaſe- 
What monkey walks the woods or climbs a tree 
Whoſe genealogy” 8 unknown t to me? 


P ETER. 


[ 597 1 
PETER. 


1 grant you, Sir, in monkey knowledge great; 
Yet fay, ſhould monkeys give you Newton's ſeat ? 
Such merit ſcarcely is enough to dub 

A man a member of a country club. 


With novel le on eggs to feaſt the eye, 
Or gaudy colours of a butterfly, 

Or new-found fibre of ſome graſſy blade, 5 
Well ſuits the idle hours of ſome old maid, 
(Whoſe ſighs each lover's vaniſh'd ſighs deplore) 
To murder time when Cupids Kill no more; 

Not men, who, lab'ring with a Titan mind, 
Should ſcale the ſkies to benefit mankind. 

I grant you full of anecdote, my friend— 

Bon mots, and wond'rous ſtories without end ; 
Vet if a tale can claim, or jeſt fo rare, 

Ten thouſand goſſips e demand the chair. 


| To ſhoot at boobles?, 'noddies; with fuck kick, 
And pepper a poor Indian like a duck; 


# «© Orcat and 5 were Sir Joſeph's triumphs over theſe 
defenceleſs animals,” ſays Dr. Hawkſworth's moſt miſerable ac- 
count; which might more probably be chriſtened & The hiſtory 


of Sir Joſeph W 10 much, indeed, is Sir hs ſeph the 
hero of the tale. | 


i 


E 


To hunt for days a Mrird or a gnat, 

And run a dozen miles to catch a bat; 
Jo plunge in marſhes, and to ſcale the rocks, 
Sub! lime, for ſcurvygraſs and lady- ſmocks * V 
Are matters of proud triumph, to be ſure, 
And ſuch as Fame's fair volume ſhould ſecure : : 
Yet to my mind, it is not ſuch a feat, 

As gives a man a claim to Neuton' 8 ſeat. 


SIR 18 s EP f. 


Yet are there men of genius who ſupport me! 
Proud of my iricndihip, ſee Sir William court me! 


PETER. 


| Great in the eating knowledge all allow; * 
Who ſent you once the Sumen of a ſow} ; * 
Far richer food than pigs that loſe their breath, 


Whipp d, like pour ſoldiers on parade, to death. 


MX Sir W. Hanlon, who ſent Sir Joſeph from Italy this pre- 
cious preſent— [he mode of making it properly is, by tying the 
teats of the ſow, ſoon after ſhe hath littered, continuing the li- 
gature till the poor creature is nearly exhauſted with torture, 
and then cutting her throat. The effects of the milk diffuſed 
through this belly part are ſo delicious, as to be thought to make 
ample atonement for the barbarity. 


see Hawkſworth's account of Captain Cook's Voyage. 


Sir 
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; Sir William, hand and glove with Naples king! 
Who made with rare antiques the nation ring; 
Who when Veſuvius foam'd with melted matter, 
March'd up and clapp'd his noſe into the crater, 
Juſt with the ſame /ang froid that Joan the cook 
_ Caſts on her dumplings in the crock a look. 


But more the world reports (1 hope untrue). 
That half Sir William” s Mugs and Gods are new; 
Himſelf the Baker of th? Etrurian ware, 

That made our Britiſh Antiquarians ſtare; 

| Nay, that he means ere long to croſs the main, 5 
And at his Naples oven ſweat again; 
And by his late ſucceſſes render'd bolder, = 
: To bake new mugs, and gods ſome ages older 


SIR JOSEPH. 


God bleſs us! what to "Herlchel dare you fay, 
The aſtronomic genius of the day, 

Who ſoon will find more wonders in the ſkies, 
And with more * Georgium Siduſes __ 


| P E 1 R. 


More Etnas in the Moon more cinder loads! 
5 Perhaps mail coaches on her turnpike roads, | 
i By ſome great Lunar Palmer taught to fly, 
To gain the gracious glances of the eye 


Of 


1 


Of ſome penurious Prince of high degree, 
And charm the monarch with a page free ; 
Such as to Chelt'nam * waters urg'd their WAY, 
Where Cloacina holds her ea/y ſway ; 
Where paper mills ſhall load with wealth the town, 
And ev'ry ſhop fhall deal in whitiſh-brown; 
| Where for the coach, the King was wont to watch, 
Loaded with fiſh, fowl, bacon, and diſpatch ; 
Eggs and ſmall beer, potatoes, too, a ſtore, 
That coſt in Chel'tnam market twopence more; 
Converting thus a coach of matchleſs art, 
With two rare geldings, to a Sutler's cart, 
But, voluble Sir Joſeph—not ſo falt— 
The fame of Herſchel is a dying blaſt : 
| When on the moon he firſt began to peep, 
The wond'ring world pronounc'd the Gazer deep: 5 
But wiſer now th' un-wond'ring world, alas! 


Gives all pooc Herſchel's glory to his glaſs ; 
Convinc'd his boaſted aſtronomic ſtrength, = 
Lies in his /ube's,+ not head's prodigious length. 


Mr. Palmer very generouſly offered his Sovereign a mail 
eoach to carry letters and diſpatches to and from Cheltenham— 
the offer was foo great to be refuſed—a ſplendid carriage was 
built for the occaſion: His moſt economic Majeſty, however, 
wiſely knowing that ſomething more than a few letters might be 
contained in Mr. Palmer” s vehicle, converted it, as the Poet 
| hath obſerved, into a cart, and ſaved many a ſixpence. 


+ We would not detract from Mr. Herſchell's real meri t. — 


By a true German cart Horſe labour, be made a little i improve - 
| ment 


. OA Ie 
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What, niggard, not on Herſchel fame beſtow, 
So curious a diſcoy' rer !— 


PETER. 


| No! man, no! 
Give it to M udge®, whole head contains more 585 
Than (truſt me) ever lodg'd in Herſchel's Houſe. 


SER FOSEPHR 
Lo, at my call the noble Marlb'rough's vote, 
Whoſe obſervations much © our fame promote. 


PETER. 


Who from his Blenheim chimnies wonder ſpies— 
The daily advertiſer of the ſkies: 
Who equals his great Anceſtor in head; 

A Hero t who could neither write nor read: 


nent on De, Mudge' . method of PA Ra Ie mirrors z ſuch are 

| this gentleman's pretenſions to a niche in the temple of Fame. 
As for his mathematical abilities, they e can ſcarcely be called 

- the Jhadows of Science. d 


Dr. Mudge of Plymouth. 


+ The famous Duke of Marlborough was reported to have 
been a very illiterate man; which ſhows that a headpiece for the 
arts and ſciences, and a headpiece for facing cannon balls, are 
wiſely formed of different materials. 


Thus 


A 
1 
1 
s 
5 
i 
9 
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Thus equal form'd, to all the world's farprits; 
As one ſwept earth, the other ſweeps the ſkies. 


Hunter * with fiſh intrigues our Houſe regales— 


The tender hiſtory of cooing whales 4 . — 
SIR JOSEPH. 
Great in the noble art of gelding ſows!— 
e e 


And giving to the boar a barren ſpouſe! _ 
Who proves, what many unbelievers ſhocks, 
That age converts hen partridges to cocks! 
And why not, ſince it is denied by no man 
That age hath made 7ohn Hunter an old woman © 
*® John Hunter actually received the Society's gold medal for 
three papers, viz. on ſowgelding ; on the wolf, jackall, and 
dog; proving inconteſtably, what the world knew before, that ; 


the aforeſaid animals were bona fid: of the fame ſpecies 3 and on 
the loves of whales. 


4 See Article 30, 1 ot in the Philoſophical TranſaQions, 
5 where Mr. John Hunter gives a wonderful account of a ra 
with three legs, that by age changed from a female to a male. 


Believe 
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Believe me, ſtill as well might papiſts belng 
Quills from a Seraph's tail, or Cherub's wing; 
Saint Dunſtan's crab ſtick, which the Saint, * 
Broke on the back of our great foe, the Devil; 
Saint Andrew's toe, Saint Agatha's old ſmock, 
And ſtones that rattled round Saint Stephen's block; 
Saint Joſeph's ſighs fo deep, preſerv'd in bottles, 
Amounting, legends fay, to many pottles; 
Caught as the Saint, with all his might and main, 
Was cleaving billets for his fire in twain ; 

Or bones“ from Catacombs to form new ſaints, 

' To cure, like all quack medicines, all complaints! 
Such might the journals of the houſe record, 

As well as Hunter 8 wondrous cock- hen bird. 


8 1 R 10 8 E P H. 
Like BracbE who can write and deeply think | 4 


P E T E R. 


Who write like him on iron moulds and ink f:? 
See ſhirts and ſhifts by iron moulds that rot, 
By BLacveNn's wiſdom loſe each yellow ſpot! 
For this ſhall laundry virgins lift their voice; 
e an d damaſk tablecloths rejoice „ 


* In 1672, four hundred ſaints were recrutted; Such was the 
: extraordinary harveſt of baptized and canonized bones from the 


| Catacombs at Rome. Vid. Religious Rites and Ceremonies. | 


* Via. Article 39, 1787, of the Philo. Tranſ. e 
e Uuu Robins 
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Robins and caps, and theews, and pillow caſes, 

' Loſe their fad ſtains, and ſmile with lily faces. 

| Lo! to improve of man the ſoaring mind, 
For facred ſcience, to his {kin unkind, 

Did Doctor Blagden in an oven“ bake, 

Brown as burnt coffee or a barley cake, 

_ Whilſt down his noſe projecting, ſweat in rills 
VUnſay' ry flow'd like hartſhorn ſtreams from Ns 


8 'R ] os E 5 H. 


Great Duckweed Thompſon +, all my ſoul reveres! 
And Mulgrave charms me with his arctic bears. 
My eyes with ſhells, lo! limpet Davies greets! 
And Doctor Letiſome with his rare horſe beets! 
Beets, that with ſhame our parſnips ſhall o 'erwhelm, 
And fairly drive potatoes from the realm! 

| Beets ! in whoſe juſt en we are hoarſe all; 
Such are the wondrous pow'rs of Mangel Werſal f. 


' Beets that ſhall keep gaunt Famine to his eaſt, 
And make him on Gentoos, as uſual, teaſt; 
— IM The Doctor's body in the hot oven, with his noſe project - 
ing from the hole for air, would be no bad ſubject for the raver. 7 
+ Sir Benjamin, a ſecond Linnzus. 
+ The more pompous name of the Beet. 


Whilſt 


EE N 


Whilſt ev ry cb Briton that one meets, 

Shall ſtrut a Falſtaff, ſuch the pow'r of Beets! 
Beets, that muſt bring the Quaker wealth and fame, 
And mie: his cheek the virgin glow of ſhame; 

Who ne'er, meck man, was known a face to puſh, 
Nor hear his own applauſe without a bluſh! 
Beets, that ſhall form an epoch | in our times, 
And thus by Peter e embalm his rhymes! 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Then, what of Aubert * think you, that great man, 
Whole broad eye deems creation ſcarce a ſpan? _ 


PETER. 


| Who weekly with his ach i is ſeen to run, 
The little pupil of a Greenwich ſun, 
To learn the motions of old Time, and mock 
The fatal errors of each London clock. 
Thus Lubin from his ſolitary Down, 

| Leads little Lubin to a neighb'ring town: 
The lad with ecſtaſy ſurveys the ſcene, 
Then home returning, with triumphant mien, 
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* A Silk Merchant, and F. R. S. who every Sunday, wet or 
dry, cloudy or ſunſhine, calm or windy, viſits Greenwich, to 
catch the ſun on the meridian —ſuch is this gentleman's rage for 
the art, that he now has at Loampit-Hill, near Greenwich, t wo 
thouſand Pounds worth of aſtronomical inſtruments. t 
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Corrects his mother” s, ſiſter's converſations, 


And wonders at his ignorant relations. 


Aubert who meriteth indeed applauſe! 
Full of high-ſounding phraſes, and wiſe ſaws, 


Who from his cradle learn'd the ſtars to 5 
And to a meteor * turn'd a will o-wiſp! 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Pray, then, what think ye of our famous Dainc: * 


„„ 


Think of a man deny'd by Nature beate ! 


Whoſe traſh ſo oft the royal leaves diſgraces : 2 
Who knows not jordans brown, from Roman vaſes! 
About old pots his head for ever puzling, ey 
And boring earth, like pigs for troufles + muzling ; 


Who likewiſe from old urns to crotchets leaps, 


Delights | in mulic, and at concerts Jeeps f. 


1 One fortunate evening, as he was returning from his beloy- 


ed obſervatory, a Jack -a-lantern ſprung up and played ſome tricks 


before the philoſophical filkman, whoſe optics being apt to 


magnify objects, converted it into an amazing meteor, with 


which the royal journals ſoon after blazed. 


+ There are pigs kept expreſely for hunting Troufles i in ſome 


| parts of England. 


4 Such are the powers of ſomnoleney over Mr. Dane Bar- 


rington, —at ſeveral of the Hanover - Square concerts hath Lyric 
Peter ſeen the Antiquarian in ſeeming muſical ſpeculation, but 


verily employed in a moſt comfortable nap. 


SIR 
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SIR JOSEPH. 


Zounds! 'tis in vain, I ſee, to utter praiſe !—— 
PETER. 

Then mention ſome one who deſerves my lays. 
SIR JOSEPH. 


| Know then, I've ſent to diſtant parts to find 
Beings the moſt uncommon of their kind: 
The OR monſters of the land and water— 


P E F E R. 


The beautiful deformities of x nature 
Birds without heads, and tails, and wings, and legs, 
| Tremendous Cyclop pigs, and ſpeckleſs eggs, : 
| Snails from Japan, and waſps, and Indian] jays, 
Command attention, and excite our praiſe: 
Chopſticks and backſcrapers are curious things; 
Scalps, and tobaccopipes, and Indian ſtrings, 
Such, as to charm the wond'ring Cits we ice, 
Where Don Saltcro * gives his Sunday's tea; "oy 
Great Don Saltero, name of high renovn, 
Who treats, too, with immortal rolls the town! 


8 At Chelſea. 


Fo Rare 
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Rare are the buttons of a Roman's breeches, 
In antiquarian eyes ſurpaſſing riches : 

Rare is each dec d, black, rotten, earthen diſh, 
That held of ancient Rome the fleſh and fiſh : 
Rare are the taliſmans that drove the Devil, 

And rare the bottles that contain'd old ſnivel. 
Ovls' heads, and ſnoring frogs, preſerv'd in ſpirits, 
Moſt certainly are not without their merits ; 
Vet theſe to gain, and give to public view, 


Lo! Parkinſon knows full as well as you; 


As did Sir Aſhton fam'd, whoſe mental pow'r 
_ Juſt reach'd {460 us by the clock the hour. 7 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Poh! p-x, don- t r laugh—ſuch ching are rich and 


ſcarce- 


Be fomerhing facred—let not all be farce. 


PETER. 


Sir Joſeph, I 1% laugh when things like theſe 
Beyond ſublimities have pow'r to pleaſe : 
To croud with ſuch-like littleneſ your walls, 


Is putting Maſter Punch into St. Paul's. 
Yet, to the point—the place on which you dote 


HFath been for ever carried by the vote - 
oy Know then, your parafi tes begin to bellow, 
And call you openly a ſhallow fellow ; _ 


* 
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E 30 1 
In vain to fav'ring Majeſty you fly, 
Tis on the many that you muſt rely: | 
E'en blockheads bluſh, fo much are they aſham'd— 


8 1 R 1 0 8 E P H. | 
They and their modeſt bluſhes may be d——n'd. 
* Ungrateful ſcoundrels! eat my rolls and butter, 
And daring thus their inſolences mutter! 
Swallow my turtle and my beef by pounds, 
And tear my ven'ſon like a pack of hounds; 
Vet have the impudence, the brazen face, 
| To fay I am not fitted for the place! 
In God's name let my wine in torrents flow 
E*en be my houſe a tavern in Soho : Z 
Of daily ven'ſon let me try the force, 
And keep an open houſe for man and horſe. 
Oh! let me hold by any means the chair! 
To keep that honour every thing I dare! 


PETER. 


[ own that nothing like good cheer ſucceeds—— 
A man's a God whoſe hogſhead freely bleeds; 
| Champaign can conſecrate the damned'ſt evil: 

A bungry Paraſite adores a Devil ; . 

In radiant virtues his poor hoſt arrays, 
And ſmooths him with the goſſimer of praiſe; „ 


Stuff d 
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Stuff d to the throat till repetition tires, 
And Gluttony's huge greaſy wiſh expires ; 
Apoſtate then, the knave denies his church, 


And . his Saint, with laughter in the lurch. 


In ſhort, OY Gormandizers and your Drinkers . 
Quit their old faith, and turn out rank Freethinkers. 
Dead is the novelty of fine fat haunches, 

And truth no longer facrific'd to paunches: 
Aſham'd, at length, the ſad, repentant ſinners 

All bluſh to barter flatt'ry for good dinners: 

No charms ſurround the knocker of your door, 

That beam'd with honour, but now beams no more! 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Betray d by thoſe on whom mYS all depends 


PETER. 


1285 Betray'd, like Calar, by his boſom friends! 


| 81 R JOSE PH. 


| Though man, ungrateful man, his aid deny ; 
The Pow'r whoſe wiſdom rules yon lofty {ky, 
May grant his gracious and protecting pow'r, 


And aid my efforts 1 in the trying hour! 


PETER. 


L 521 |] 
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Left by your earthly friends, I fear your pray” rs, 
Moſt pious Preſident, won't mend affairs: : 

The Pow'r you mention, with all-ſceing eyes, 

Well knows your little rev'rence for his ſkies “. 

Thus may your pray'rs be vain, however hearty ;— 

Beſides, Heav'n oftneſt joins the ſtrongeſt party. 


SIR JOSEPH. 


*3blood! have I practis'd ev'ry art in vain? 
 Undaunted fac'd the dangers of the main '— 


K ETER, 


And fac'd Queen Obirea'l in the boat, 
And loſt your ſhoes and ſtockings, and your coat; 
A circumſtance that much the tale enriches, 
But providentially preſerv'd your breeches! 
For unknown weeds, dar'd unknown paths explore, 
And frighten'd Cannibals from ſhore to ſhore ; 
On each new iſland clapp'd King George's ſeal, 
A ſharp impreſſion too of barde/? feel ; 5 
Whilſt Witneſs Piſtol and his Brother Gun 
- Look” d with a a pointed approbation on. 


8 * The ou Laws moit Henticully = "beautifully allades. to 
2 the ſeceſhon of the aſtronomical geniuſes from the Society. 


* x & | A decent 


C 34² J. 


A decent method of appropriation, 
And adding glory to the Britiſh nation! 
True, you have try'd to be as great as He, 
The vent'rous Trojan, ſport of wind and ſea, 
Who left old Troy, his pariſh, far from os 
To find a lodging for imperial Rome ;- 
Yet are thoſe feats what vulgars term à bore : 

Stale ſtuff—the Members look for ſomething more. 
I grant you naked with your ſervants pranc'd; _ 
To ſhow how folks at Ofaheite danc'd ; 
And much the ſmiling audience you amus'd, 
Though Decency, indeed, the dance abus'd: 

She, bluſhing damſel, turn'd her head aſide, 

And wiſh'd a whip to ev'ry hopping hide. 

| Grant that you ſent, to charm the public eye, < 

| Egyptian {tones * that form'd for hogs a ſtye; 

With ſeeming hieroglyphics on their faces, : 
That prov'd unfortunately pigs”- feet traces: - 

Vet lo! like bullocks in a fair, they roar, 

Or vacate bid you, or do ſomething more. 


SIR JOSEPH. 


*Sdeath, then, I'll ſpit in ev'ry blockhead's face; ; 
Kick them, and purge the dwelling from diſgrace. 


i Joſeph ſent fome curious Egyptian ſtones to the Britiſh 
1 Moſcow; » ſuch was his zeal for the honour of Hieroglyphics ; „ 
but as chat building poſſeſſes already as much of the antique as it 

5 | can au⸗ 1 i enenir. they were returned 1 in a cart upon his hands. 


Thus 


E 31 

Thus when a hoſt of graſhoppers and rats, 

By men undaunted, unabaſh'd by cats, 

In hopping, and in running legions pours, 

Affrights the Papiſts, and their graſs devours; 

Lo, arm'd with pray'rs to thunder in their ears, 

A Biſhop boldly meets the buccaneers; * 

Sprin les his holy water on the ſod, 

And drives, and damns them in the name of God « f 
Tou purge the tainted dwelling from diſgrace, 

By boldly ſpitting in each Member's face ! 

Where, ſweet Sir Joſeph, will you find the ſpittle, 

Since what would float the Albion + were too little? 


With ſolemn, ſentimental ſtep, ſo flow, : 
I fee you through the ſtreets of London go, 
With poring, ſtudious, ſtaring, earth-nail'd eye, 
As heedleſs of the mob that buſtles by; 
This 2042 a ſcheme of wiſdom, let me ſay, 
But lo, this trap for fame hath had its day; 
And let me tell you, what I've urg'd before, 
The reſtleſs Members look for Eng more. 


„ atually done in \ Roman Catholic countries by order 
of the church. In ſome places two attorneys are employed in the 
affair of the ptaſhoppers ; one for the graſhoppers, the other for | 


the people: but it is the fate of the graſhoppers to have the worſt IR 


of it, as they are always anathematized, and ordered to be excom- 
municated if they do not quit the place within. a certain number 
of days. 
I One of our firſt ET Om 3 
K 2 SIR 
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SIR JOSEPH. 


Zounds! ha'nt I ſwallow'd raw fleſh like a hound ? 
On vileſt reptiles rung the changes round ? 

Tat ev*ry filthy inſect you can mention; 

Tarts made of graſhoppers, my own invention? 
Frogs; tadpoles by the ſpoonful, long- tail'd imps; 
And munch'd cockchafters juſt like PRES or Wet E: 


PETER. 


In troth, I've ſeen you many a cept cat, 

And heard you call the dirty diſh a treat; 

Oft have I ſeen you meals on monkeys make; 

| Nay, Hercules ſurpaſs—devour your Snake ; ; 

And make as little of a toad or viper, 

As pelicans of mack*rel or a piper ; 
And wriggling round your mouth its little claws, 
Have heard a bat cry © Murder!“ in your jaws : 
Yet, hear, Sir Joſeph, what I've ſaid before, 
The bluſhing Members look for ſomething more. 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Hell ſeine the pack \—unconſcionable dogs |— Dh 
Snakes, ſpiders, beetles, chaffers, tadpoles, frogs, 
All ſwallow'd to diſplay what man can do, 

And muſt the villains [ll bave ſomething new !— 


Tell 


4 = — * 
— — 


os. 


Tell, then, cach pretty Preſident Creator, 
G—4 d-mn him, that I'll eat an Alligator“ 


PETER, 


Sir Joſeph, pray don't eat an Alligator— 
Go ſwallow ſomewhat of a /ofter nature; 
Feaſt on the arts and ſciences, and learn 
Sublimity from trifle to diſcern: 1 
With ſhells, and flies, and daiſies, cover'd, 05 er, 
Let pert Queen Fiddlefaddle rule no more: 
Thus ſhall Philo/ophy her ſuffrage yield, 
Sir Joſeph wear his hat*, and hammer wield; 
No more hail . dom on the Journals ſtare, 
Nor Newton” s image bluſh behind the chair. 


3 W; The Preſident has the ineſtimable and ſole privilege of ſit⸗ 
5 ting covered at the Royal Society's meeting. — The hammer 
forms a part of the regalia, to command ſilence, and rouſe the f 
Members from their happy ſlumbers, whilſt their Secretary, Dr. 


Blagden, proclaims rare news from the moth, bat, butterfly, | 
and ſpider countries. | 


+ The picture of this qreat man is | immediately behind the 
chair of the Preſident. „ 


SIR 


SIR JOSEPH BANKS, 


Tas BMPEROK of NOKGOEO. 


Non omnia poſſumus omnes. 


* Intelle& not © Things comprehends : : 


The Genius form'd for Weeds, and Grubs, and Flies, 


Cane have for ever at its Finger Ends 
What“ 8 doing ev'ry Moment i in | the Skies. 
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P ROE MI UM. 


PETRUS L OQUIT UR. 


' INCE members loſt to manners, . 
Call poor Sir Joſeph aſs, and owl; 
| Nay, oft with coarſer epithets revile; 


Though pitying much his pigmy merit, 


Let me diſplay a Chriſtian ſpirit, 


And oy to lift a lame Nog « o'er a ſtyle. 


Though noe! like Feline, Ls bis 5 giant, 15 
] muſt take up the cudgels for my client. 


Know by theſe preſents, then, ye noiſy crew, 
Who at his bluſhing honours “ look ſo blue, 


* Bluſhing honour;—the or n means the epithet | 


| Blaſbing to be underſtood as ſynonymous with blooming, aid not 
ina ſatyrical ſenſe : God forbid that the friend of Sir Joſeph 


ſhould mean othernwiſe! 4 


That 


. 
That though Sir Joſeph is not deep- diſcerning, Gn [ 


And though, as all the world well knows, \ 
A nutſhell might with perfect caſe encloſe 1 tl 

Three quarters of his ſenſe, and all his learning ; 1 
Whole modeſt wiſdom, therefore, never aims — 
To find the e or burn the Thames; 3 
Vet, as to things he ſets himſelf about, f : 


With tooth and nail, like Hercules, ſo ſtout, 
He labours for his wiſh, no matter what ;— 
1 can't ſay that Sir Joſeph lions kills; 

Hugs giants, or the blood of hydras ſpills; 
But then moſt manfully he eats a bat, 
Eats toads, or tough, or tender, old, or young, 
As in the ſweeteſt ſtrains the Muſe hath ſung : 7 „ 
Fit with the hugeſt Hottentot to cope, — 


Who dines on raw fleſh at the Cape of Hope. i 
Bleſt with a phiz, he bids the Members tremble ! 5 { 

Io deathlike filence turns the direſt din; # 
And where ſo many ſavages aſſemble, _ 4 
Like hounds they want a Proper Whipper-in. : 

1 

Dare members ſleepf, a ſet of ſnoring Goths, ; 
_ Whilſt Blagden reads a chapter upon moths ? ; 


"> Þ Bog Peter 8 Prophecy. 


75 Frequently, indeed, are the Members ſent to the land of 
ſhadows by the Society s ſomniferous papers; affiſted in a great 
meaſure in their voyage by the Doctor's drowſy manner of com- 
municating the contents. 
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Down goes the hammer, cloath'd with thunder ! 


Up fpring the ſnorers, half without their wigs 3 
Old graybeards grave, and ſmock-fac'd prigs, 


With ell-wide jaws diſplaying ſigns of wonder. 


Lo! perſeverance is the ſoul of action! 
P 


And courage proper to oppoſe a faction; 


Therefore he ſits with wonderful propriety, 
The Monro of a mad ſociety: 


And that he is both brave and 3 


Witneſs the following ſtory, well worth hearing. 


SIR JOSEPH BANKS, 
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PRESIDENT, in butterflies profound, 
Of whom all Infe&mongers ſing the praiſes, | 
Went on a day to catch this game renown'd, 
On vi'lets, dunghills, nettletops, and inen! 
But firſt (ſo pious is Sir Joſeph's nature): 
He thus addreſs'd the butterſly's Creator. 
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The VIRTUOSO's PRAYER, 


E TH OU whoſe wile plann'd the ſkies, 
And form'd the wings of butterflies, 
Attend my humble pray'r! 
Like Egypt, as in days of yore, 
Let earth with flies be cover'd o'er, 

And darken'd all the air. 


This, Lord, wou'd be the beſt of neus 
Then might thy ſervant pick and chuſe 
From ſuch a glorious heap : 

Forth to the world l'd boldly ruſh, 
Put all Muſæums to the bluſh, 
And hold them all dog cheap. 


Pharaoh had not one grain of taſte——- 

The flies on him were thrown to waſte, 

Nay, met with ſtrong objection; 

But had thy ſervant, Lord, been there, 

1 mould have made, or much I err, Ki 
A wonderful collection! 


0 Lord! if not my mem'ry fails, 


Thou once didſt rain on people quails—.— 


Again the world ſurprize; 
And :ſtead of ſuch a trifling bird, 

Rain on thy ſervant Joſeph, Lord, 
| Show'rs of rare butterſlies 


Since 


a wean x * RG. 2 j 
3 8 enn 


9 "tl 
3 8 


Cad LA „ 


1 


Since monſters are my great delight, 
With monſters charm thy ſervant's light, 
Turn feathers into hair: 
Make legs where legs were never ſeen, 
And eyes, no bigger than a pin, 
As broad as ſaucers ſtare. 


The reptiles FLY are boon with claws, 


O! let thy pow'r ſupply with paws, 
Adorn'd with human nails; 


In value more to make them riſe, 
Tranſplant from all their heads, their eyes, 


"ng place them 1 in their tails. 


5 And if thou wiſcly wouldſt contrive 
| To make me butterflies os. 


To fly without a head; 


To ſkim the hedges and the fields, 
g Bays eat the meat thy bounty yields ; 


Such wonders were indeed! E 


| Blagden ſhould puff hw at our ar Meeting; 1 
Members would preſs around me greeting; "RE 


The Journals ſwell with thanks; 


And more to magnify their fame, 
Thoſe headleſs flies ſhould have a name 


My name“ Sir Joſeph Banks!” 
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He nimbly trots the field around! 


| VER roſe a Native of the flutt' ing nation, ; 


(For much, indeed, are eyes enlarg'd by wonder,) ) 
When from a dab of dung, or ſome fuch . 
An Emp'r ror of a ks his wing! 


by Not Archimedes, tis my firm belief, 
More bleſt, cried E Eurela, Vve nabb'd the thief; z 
Nor hunters, when a hare, to ſhun foul play, 
Steals from his ſeat ſo ſly, cry © Stole away ;” 


Roar on a Frail one, Kill the wickd jade; 
Than roar'd Sir Joſeph on the verdant ſod, 
66 Morocco 8 Ep ror, by the living God! 3 
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THU S having finiſh'd, forth Sir Joſeph dies, 


Hope i in bis heart, and eagles in his eyes! 


Juſt like a pointer, quart'ring well his ground, 


At length, to bleſs his hunting ambulation, 


Broad ſtar'd sir Joſeph as if druck 5 thunder ; 4 


Nor ſtale old nymphs, by raging virtue ſway'd, 


Not kh more joy, nor rapture-ſhenking look, 


The little gameſome Piccadilly Duke 


Eyes a nice Tit, freſh launch'd upon the town; 


Nor with more pleaſure Cupid's truſty crimp, 
: By mouths of vulgar people nam'd a pimp, 


Stares on his virtuous fee, a crown; 
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Nor King” s Place nymphs, on greenhorns in | their 


pow'r; „ 
Who ſhameleſs raſcals, wanting not a wiſe,) | 
Hire love, like hackney coaches, by the hour, 
Damning the love ſo true that laſts for life; 
Nor wither'd Windſor on the fimple Maid, 
From ſcenes of rural innocence betray d; 


Forc'd to diſpoſe of Nature's ſweeteſt charms; 
Doom'd for a meal to fink a beauteous wreck ; 
To lend to man ſhe loathes, her lip, her heck, 
And, weeping, act the wanton in his arms; 
Than did the Hero of my ſong, 
Survey the Emp'ror as he mov'd along. 


Not with more glee a hen-peck'd huſband ſpies 
Death ſhutting up his wife's two cat. like eyes, 
Accuſtom'd on him oft and fierce to roll; 
juſt like a galley ſlave, poor fellow, treated, 
Or thoſe poor Engliſh at Calcutta ſweated ; 
Stuff'd in the old Black Holc : 


And yet, a neater ſimile to uſe, 
Not with more true delight a lover views 
I) be bluſhiug orient leading on the day 
That gives a blooming partner to his arms, 
In virtues rich, and rich in youthful charms, 
Io bid the hours with rapture glide away: 3 
1 oy — 8 


at, Ot” oe a I A een 
* he he? 2 2 ee OP 
A „ 


y ” > ks 
5 Wes x 
_ 


FAA 
2 ; 


— 


ITY” 


> 
—_— 


_— 


* ——— 
PP ERA. - 5,” 
- = 5 wr 
— PO 29" PS 


2 65 A 
1 — > 
6 - ». 
SS. + oy. PT —— 


3 


PPP 
1 


1 
Sad anxious ſwain, who now in bed, now out, 
Toſs'd like the ſea with ak, thoughts about; 
Curfing with hearty pray'rs the lingering night; ; 
Now trying hard to fleep away the time; 
| Now ſtaring on the dark, like bards for rhyme. 
| To catch the ſmalleſt glimpſe of Iight. 
Afraid that Phoebus means foul play, 
. 1 bent to ſpite him, lies a-bed all day: 


* 


a bona fide, not of r.pture fuller, On 
Thurlow, the Seal and Royal Conſcience keeper, | 
Sees his prime fav'rite, Mr. Juſtice Buller, 

High thron'd in e grieve the poor Sir 


Pepper, 
Than did the Prefident ſo keen py 


Wo i 


5 Lightly with winnowing wing amid the land, 
His Mooriſh Majeſty in circles flew! 
With ſturdy ſtriding legs and outſtretch'd hand, 
The Virtuoſo did his prey purſue. 


He fakes bt miles. Beto again—he grins, 

And ſecs in thought the monarch fix'd with pins; 
Sees him on a paper giving up the ghoſt, 

Nail'd like a hawk or martyr to a poſt. 


Ofc fell Sir Joſeph on the fipp'ry plain, 
Like patriot Eden—fell to riſe again; 


e 
The Emp'ror ſmiling, ſported on beſore; 
Like Phœbus courſing Daphne was the chace, 


hut not fo was the meaning of the race, | | 
Sir Joſeph r. ran to Kill, not Kiſs the Moor; ik 


To hold him pris 'ner in a glass for ſhow,” 7 

Like Tamerlane, (redoubtable his rage) . 
Who! ept poor Bajazet, his vanquiſh'd toe, „ 3 
| Juſt like an owl c or magpye in a cage. 1 


Again to avi Sir Joſeph fell o flat, . ph 1 
Flat as the ſlatteſt of the flounder race! 5 g 
Down with Sir Joſeph dropp'd his three- cock'd hat, 
| Moſt nobly ſharing in his friend's diſgrace. 
Again he ſprings, with hope and ardour pale, 
And blowing like the fiſh baptiz'd a whale ; : 


Darting his arms now here, nd there, 7 bo wild, 
With all the eager raptures of a child, 
Who with broad anxious eye a bauble views, 

And, capering legs and hands, the toy puripes. 


A Countryman, who, from A lane, 
Had mark'd Sir Joſeph, running, tumbling, ſweating» 
Stretching his hands and arms, like one inſane, 
And with thoſe arms the air around him beating, 
To no particular opinion leaning, 
Of ſuch manceuvring could not gueſs the meaning. 
2 2 2 ” 
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At length the Preſident, all foam and muck, 
Quite out of breath, and out of luck, | 


Purſued the flying monarch to the place, 
Where ſtood this Countryman, with mary'ling face. 


Now through the hedge, exattly like a horſe, 


Wild plung'd the Preſident with all his force, 


| His brow in ſweat, his ſoul in perturbation ; ; 
Mindleſs of trees, and buſhes, and the brambles, 
Head over heels into the lane he ſcrambles, 
Where Hob ſtood loſt in wide-mouth'd ſpeculation ! 


«« Speak,” roar'd the Preſident, “ this inſtant—ſay, 


«+ Haſt ſeen, haſt ſeen, my lad, this Ate 


„Ihe Emp'ror of Morocco paſs! [py GEAR 


Hob to the inſect- hunter nought replied, 
But ſhook his head, and ſympathizing gh d, 


% Alas! 


« Poor + pick; Im ſorry for ye;. 


6 e pity much your upper Harp. mn 


> 


15K down the lane alert the Emp'ror flew, 
And ſtruck once more Sir Joſeph's hawk. like view; 


And now he mounted o'er a garden wall! 
In ruſh'd Sir Joſeph at the garden door, 


Rnock'd down the Gard'ner—what could man do 


more, 
And left him a as he choſe to ric or r ſprawl. 


Ofer 
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_ Ofer peerleſs hyacinths our Hero ruſh'd; 
Through tulips and ancmonics hs puſh'd, 
Breaking a hundred necks at ev'ry ſpring: 
On ug, carnations, bluſhing on their banks, 
With deſp'rate hoot he trod, and mow'd down rank 8, 
Such vaſt ambition urg'd to ſeize the king! 


Bell glaſſes, all fo thick, were tumble 1] o'er, 
And lo! the cries, fo thrill, of many a ſcore, 
A ſad and fatal ſtroke proclaim'd; 


The Scarecrow all fo red, was overturn'd ; 
His vaniſh'd hat, and wig, and head, he mourn'd, 
And much, indeed, the man of ſtraw was maim'd! 


Juſt Guardian of tie Bere ipot, 

With face ſo ficrce, and pointed gun, 
Who threat'ned all the birds with ſhot ; 

To kill of ſparrows ev'ry mother's ſon : 
Fierce as thoſe ſcarlet miniſters cf fate, | 
The warlike guardians of St. James's gate 5 


Vet not content with feats like theſe, 5 

| He tumbled o'er a hive of bees; 

Out ruſh'd the holt, and wondet'd from their ſou! 
What dey'l dar d dafl their houſe about their 71 15 


Like Louis* : whoſe fierce heart Was ſuc 
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But ſoon the ſmall, heroic, injur'd nation 
Deſcried the author of their obligation; 
And, to repay it, round him ruſh'd the ſwarm ; i 


Prodigious was the buz about his ears! 


With all their venom did they puſh their ſpears, 
: WE they work'd him not one grain of harm! 


Yet did no o God nor Godling i intervene, 5 
By way of leren 5 


The happy head their relate went defied, 
e like old Homer's ſhields, in tough bull hide, 


And braſs well temper'd, to ſupport the ſhock!— 
The bees their diſappointed vengeance mourn'd, 


And from their fierce attack, fatigu'd, F 


h they os _— a barber's block. 


| What was thought death a tortures by the clan, 


Was only tickling the great Man! 
Thus round big Ajax rag'd the Trojan hoſt, 


Who o might as well, indeed, have drubb'd a poſt, 


The Gardner n now ſor juſt revenge up ſprung, 
8 erwhelm'd with wonderment and dung, 
And fiercely in his turn purſu'd the Knight! 
From bed to bed, full tilt the champions rac d, 5 
This chac'd the Knight, the . the Emp'ror 
„ . 


Who, 
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Who ſcal'd the walls, alas! and vaniſh'd out of 
| fight ; ; 

To find the Empreſs, p'rhaps, and tell her Crate 
The Morey lilt'ry of the chace. 


At length the Gard? ner, ſwell'd with rage and delour, 

O' ertaking, graſps Sir Joſeph by the collar, 
And bleſt W ith tay” rite Qatns, abundance lhow'rs; 

4e Villain,” he c cried, © beyond example! 

Juſt like a cart-horie on my beds to trample, 

2 More than your foul is worth, to kill my flow rs! 

dec how your two vile hoofs have made a wreck— 

* Look, raſcal, at cach Beauty's broken neck!“ 


Mindleſs of humbled flow” rs, Þo freely killa, ; 
Although ſuperior to his ſoul declar'd, 
And vegetable blood profuſeſy ſpill'd, 

5 Superior, too, to all reward; 

Mindleſs of all the Gard'ner's plaintive ſtrains, 
The Emp'ror's form monopoliz'd his brains. 


At length lie ſpoke, in fad deſpairing tones, 
Gone! by the God chat made me —D. mn his 
5 & bones Es 
«© OLord! no I HY mine ſurpaſſes ; 
| 66: Poh [ what are paltr: Y flo OWE g ald broken 128 
A tumbled Scarecrow, Oy tha idle whim f— 
e Zounds What a {et 01 Mücr cats to him . 8 
| | 66: Gone 
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„Who's gone ?” the Gard'ner ſtraight replied— 


4e Zounds! not to catch him, what an aſs was 11 
His eyes the Gard'ner, full of horror, ſtretch'd, 


And now he bray'd aloud with bittereſt woe, 
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„ Gone is my ſoul's deſire, for ever gone!“ — 


«© The Emp' ror, Sir,” with tears, Sir Joſeph, cried 
The Emp'ror of Morocco—thought my own! 
% To unknown fields behold the Monarch tly — 
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And then a groan, a monſtrous groan, he fetch'd, 
Contemplating around his ruin'd wares; 
And now he let Sir Joſeph's collar go; 


> 1 madder than the maddeſt of March hares ! 


« A p-x confound the fellow's Bedlam rigs! 
„Oh! he hath done the work of fifty pigs! 
+ The Devil take his Keeper, a damn'd gooſe, 
« For letting his wild Beaſt get looſe : 
But now the Gard'ner, terrified, began 

Io think himſelf too near a man 
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In ſo Peg-Nicholſon 2 ſituation 5 


And happy from a madman to eſcape, 
He left him without bow, or nod, or ſcrape, 


Like Jeremiah midſt his Lamentation. 


Such is the tale—if readers figh for more, 
Sir Jofeph's wallet holdeth many a ſcore. 


THE END 
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